SS ite 


iho Sie | 


Annual a As 


| ziee 


CONTENTS 


The Guardians’ Earth Friends 
The Rescue of Road Ranger 
Friendly Firepower 

The Rumbling Jungle 

The Animal File: Design Data I 
Meltdown in the Museum 
Scooter’s Computer 

The Aliens Steal a Scientist 
The Animal File: Design Data I 
By Astrobeam to GoBotron 

A Message for Matt 

Battle of the Beams 

The Animal File: Design Data IIL 
The Exploding Toads of Primus 
The Man Who Built the Beetle 
Scooter Strides Out 


W 


© 1985 Tonka Corporation/Bandai Company Limited! 
Hanna-Barbera Productions, Inc. All rights reserved. 


Published in Great Britain by World International Publishin: „Limited. 
60 3BL. 


PO. Box 111, Great Ducie Street, Manchester Mi 
Printed in Italy. SBN 7235 6764 6. 


TUE GUARDIANS 
EARTH FRIENDS. ». 


MATT HUNTER 

A space shuttle pilot in his early thirties, 
Matt is athletic, quick thinking, daring and 
headstrong. His shuttle was destroyed by 
the Renegades when they first landed on 
Earth and he has been suspended by a 
commission of enquiry at NASA head- 
quarters. 


A. J. FOSTER and NICK BURNS 

These two trainee astronauts were 
aboard the shuttle with Matt. A. J. is wise, 
cheerful, kind and friendly. Nick, like A. J., 
is in his teens. He is a computer whiz who 
finds fighting with Guardians a fantastic 
adventure. 


ANYA TURGENOVA 

Anya is an Eastern scientist in her twen- 
ties. She is beautiful and intelligent. In her 
home country she is involved in a top 
secret project which Cy-Kill plans to 
dominate. 


.. AND THEIR ENEMY 


DOCTOR BRAXIS 
This brilliant NASA research scientist sat 
on the commission that suspended Matt 
and the two young space cadets. 
Although he can appear friendly and 
charming, he has secretly sided with the 
Renegades, who have promised him 
power in return for his help. 


The huge thunderclouds rolled in from 
the sea. Standing beneath them on a cliff- 
top, Doctor Braxis wiped the rain from his 
spectacles and peered through his 
binoculars at the road that ran along the 
coast. High above a wooden bridge that 
crossed a valley, his rotors whirling in the 
driving rain, Cop-Tur hovered in the air. 
Below the bridge, in the shadow of its 
criss-crossing supports, Crasher and Cy- 
Kill waited with their engines purring im- 
patiently. Earlier that morning Doctor Bra- 
xis had used his computer skills to decode 
a message that was being passed through 
one of NASA's communication sat- 
ellites. The message had been sent via the 
satellite because it was top secret. It had 
said that a truck was going to move a load 
of sorium along the coast to a processing 
plant later in the day. He had immediately 
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contacted the Renegades and they had 
prepared an ambush. Now they were 
waiting for the lorry to drive into it. 
“There!” shouted Doctor Braxis as the 
thunder boomed and a lorry carrying a 
box came round a bend in the road. “Get 


ready, my GoBot friends. Soon the 
sorium will be yours.” 

“Excellent, Doctor Braxis,” hissed Cy- 
Kill on the radio link. “You have done 
well. Crasher, prepare to do your destruc- 
tive worst.” 

Crasher gave a delighted roar in reply 
and then, as the lorry rolled onto the top 
of the bridge, her wheels spun furiously in 
the mud and she rammed into the 
wooden bridge supports. 

“Biff and bam, ram and slam,” she 
crooned in pleasure as the wood cracked 
and sagged. “Thump and bump, crash 


and trash,” she shrieked as she charged 
at the splintered wreckage of the bridge 
supports a second time. This time they 
gave way and a huge section of the road 
collapsed into the mud. The lorry skidded 
along the top of the wet road and came to 
rest with its front wheels hanging in the 
air where the road had fallen in. Its drive 
wheels spun in reverse on the wet road 
and the great truck began to move slowly 
backwards across the bridge. 

However, before the truck could reach 
solid ground, Crasher had trashed a sec- 
tion of the bridge behind it, and the truck 
was left marooned on the only bit of 
bridge left standing. 

“Phase one of our plan is complete, 
Cop-Tur,” said Doctor Braxis through his 
radio link to the hovering GoBot. “Now 
capture the box of sorium!” 


“No, Cop-Tur!” Cy-Kill hissed in alarm 
from beneath the bridge. “My sensors de- 
tect the presence of Guardian GoBots. 
The fool Braxis has led us into a trap!” 

“That's right, you gullible GoBads,” 
Nick shouted down from the cab of the 
truck. “Scooter and me cooked up the 
satellite signal about the sorium specially 
for Doctor Braxis. We knew you'd be 
greedy enough to fall for it.” 

Even as the young space cadet spoke, 
the cab in which Matt and he were sitting 
unhooked itself from its trailer. The axles 
folded up and inward, the trailer tilted up 
onto its end, a GoBotic face sprang out of 
an open hatch, and seconds later Road 
Ranger was standing on the bridge, and 
Matt and Nick were peering from an 
observation window in his chest, sear- 
ching the skies for Leader-1, Royal-T, Tur- 
bo, or any of the other Guardian GoBots. 

“They should be here by now,” said 
Matt anxiously as Cop-Tur circled around 
Road Ranger's head like an angry bee. 
Road Ranger swung an arm towards him 
and fired a blast from his power beam 
which sent sparks crackling off through 
the rain. Cop-Tur gave a roar of rage and 
then set off for the safety of Thruster 
where he could wait for repairs. 

“Come back, coward!” shrieked Cy-Kill. 
“We outnumber them! Their plan has 
gone wrong. Victory will soon be ours!" 

“I've got a horrible feeling that that 
mechanical meanie might be right,” said 
Matt worriedly as he searched the skies in 
vain for some sign of his friends from 
GoBotron. “| think we better get out of 
here.” 

Below the bridge Crasher was rushing 
to and fro in the mud in a wrecking frenzy 
that brought the rest of the bridge tumb- 
ling down. But she was too late, for Road 
Ranger had already fired the turbo thrust 
jets in his feet and soared up into the sky. 

“Quickly, Crasher,” shrieked the furious 
Cy-Kill from beneath the bridge, and the 
two evil Renegades changed their shape 
and took off after Road Ranger. 

“Road Ranger, do you think Cy-Kill has 
them trapped?” Matt asked desperately 
as Road Ranger twisted and turned round 
the hills to avoid the ferocious bursts of 
GoBotronic energy that the two Re- 
negades sent shooting through the slant- 
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ing rain towards them. 

“It looks like we're on our own for this 
one,” said Nick. “You'd better try and lose 
them, Road Ranger.” 

“What do you think I’m doing?” asked 
the giant GoBot impatiently as he sudden- 
ly accelerated upwards and into the black 
thunderclouds. “Hold tight, humans, this 
could be a rough ride!” 

In the misty darkness of the clouds the 
storm was at its fiercest. Bolts of lightning 
forked through the darkness all around 
them and the violent winds slammed the 
GoBot and his two passengers around the 
sky. Then, with his circuits beginning to 
hiss and crackle under the strain, they 
were through the clouds and out into the 
bright blue sky and sunlight above the 
storm. Seconds later, Cy-Kill and Crasher 
broke out of the clouds about half a mile 
away and as soon as they did so Road 
Ranger plunged back through the clouds 


with his turbos still burning at full thrust. 
Back in the rain again, he skimmed down 
across a mountainside, over a lake, and 
then, seeing car lights running along the 
far side of the lake on a stretch of road, he 
sped low across the water towards them. 
Moments later he had changed back into 
his Earth shape and driven into a tunnel. 

“Nice flying, Road Ranger,” exclaimed 
Nick. “It looks like we lost them.” 

“It's not just the Renegades we've lost,” 
said Matt. “What's happened to the other 
Guardians? They were supposed to be 
waiting for our signal in the Command 
Centre.” 

“Wherever they are,” said Road Ran- 
ger, slowing down and switching his 
headlights on in the tunnel, “they're in 
trouble. | sent out boomerang signals and 
they came back undisturbed.” 

“I'm just a poor space shuttle pilot,” 
said Matt. “What does that mean in lan- 


guage | can understand?” 

“It means that Road Ranger's signals 
would come back to him even if there was 
no one in the Command Centre,” said 
Nick. “Scooter explained it to me. The 
Command Centre’s computers would 
answer automatically. But they didn’t 
answer. The signal was undisturbed.” 

“And what does than mean?” asked 
Matt as they came out at the far end of the 
tunnel. 

“It means that the Command Centre 
has disappeared,” said Road Ranger as 
the rain blew against his windshield. 


When the bolt of lightning struck the 
Command Centre, A. J. was watching the 
video screen, waiting for a signal from 
Matt and Nick. Suddenly everything went 
black and there was a wild, high pitched 
wailing all around, like the sound that the 
wind makes when it blows through tele- 
phone wires, only louder. When the lights 
went back on again, the Guardians’ Com- 
mand Centre was standing in the middle 
of a forest. The sun was shining, birds 
were singing, and everything seemed 
peaceful. 

However, the peace didn't last for long. 
Suddenly, to A. J.'s amazement, a giant 
tyrannosaurus came lumbering out of the 
trees, and seeing the Command Centre, 
gave a roar of anger, and began to rock it 
to and fro. At the sound of the roar, two 
more of the huge dinosaurs appeared 
from the forest and joined the attack. 

“Will somebody please tell me what's 
going on?” asked A. J. as the three prehis- 
toric monsters shoved the Command 
Centre over on its side and she and the 
three Guardian GoBots, Turbo, Seooter, 
and Leader-1, were knocked flat. 

“The lightning strike overloaded our 
computer circuits and set off the hyper- 
drive,” said Leader-1, hauling himself to 
an observation window. “Without any 
space destination in the programming it 
sent us back in time.” 

“By my calculations,” said Scooter, as 
his GoBotic arm plugged into the dam- 
aged ship's systems, “it's sent us back 
about two million years.” 

“How long will it take you to fix it, Scoo- 
ter?” asked Leader-1. 

“Not THAT long,” cracked Scooter, 


“providing those big fellas out there don't 


tear us into little pieces first.” 

“Then fix it, Scooter,” said Leader-1. 
“Turbo and | will try to hold them off till 
you've got the hyperdrive programmed 
for forward time.” 

Leader-1 pushed open one of the doors 
in the Command Centre and jetted out of 
it. Turbo followed. 

Seeing the two GoBot figures whizz 
past them, the three dinosaurs turned 
away from the ship and lumbered to- 
wards them. 

“Set your power beam to stun, Turbo,” 
said Leader-1. “We don't want to harm 
them.” 

“| wish they felt the same way,” said 
Turbo, jetting up into the air, looping over 
the top of the charging dinosaurs and 
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stunning one with a burst from his power 
beam. As it fell, Turbo saw Leader-1 hit a 
second tyrannosaurus with an energy 
blast, and the creature gave a roar of fear 
and crashed away into the woods. Turbo 
was about to blast the third when he 
heard a beating of leathery wings in the 
air behind him and, before he could 
escape, a pteranodon snapped him up in 
its beak. Only a well aimed energy bolt 
from Leader-1 persuaded the creature to 
let go. As Turbo fell to the ground he saw 


the third dinosaur grasp Leader-1 in its 
claws and lift him towards the rows of 
razor sharp teeth in its jaw. Turbo jetted 
head first into the monster and knocked it 
flat. 

“| bet you're glad those big fellas are 
extinct where we're going,” said Scooter, 
putting his head up through the Com- 
mand Centre’s door. “All aboard for the 
twentieth century!” 

“And fast as you can,” said A. J. “Matt, 
Nick, and Road Ranger are on their own.” 


Cy-Kill and Crasher finally caught up 
with Road Ranger amongst the trees on a 
steep mountainside, and the battle in the 
rain that followed knocked all the trees 
flat for miles around. Now, with Road 
Ranger’s power supply almost used up, 
kis ae Renegades were closing in on the 
exhausted Guardian for the kill. 

“Smash, bash, crash, and trash, the 
only true joy is to destroy,” snarled 
Crasher as she slammed into the GoBot 
and sent him staggering to the ground. 

“Hold on, Road Ranger,” Matt yelled, 
taking his NASA laser pistol from his belt 
and scrambling out of the helpless GoBot. 
“We're not finished yet!” 

“Of course you are, fool!” snapped Cy- 
Kill as he rushed at Matt and tried to run 
him over. “You think that you can defeat 
us alone?” 

“Not alone, Cy-Kill,” said Leader-1's 
voice. “Now let's see how bravely you 
fight when you're outnumbered.” 

Cy-Kill gave a roar of frustrated rage as 
he turned and saw Leader-1, Turbo, and 
Scooter speeding through the air towards 
him. With a snarl of hatred he and Crasher 
flew off, with Turbo and Leader-1 in pur- 
suit. Scooter came in to land beside Road 
Ranger, and recharged the courageous 
GoBot's power supply from his energy 
cells. Slowly, the Road Ranger stood up- 
right again. 

“Jeepers, Scooter,” said Nick happily, 
jumping down from Road Ranger to the 
ground. “You got here just in time.” 

“We got here as fast as we could,” said 
Scooter, with a broad smile on his head- 
lamp face. “And it only took us two mil- 
lion years.” 

“You must have stopped for an oil 
change,” said Matt. 
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LEADER-1 AND ROYAL-T 


An ambulance, a police car, 
a bull dozer and a dump 
truck — these are the 
chosen disguises of the 
Guardian GoBots, Rest-Q, 
Hans-Cuff, Dumper and 
Dozer, and in these 
disguises they are the kind 
of vehicle you might see 
any day in the streets of 
your town. Each vehicle has 
a useful, peaceful, everyday 
purpose, far removed from 
the furious battles of the 
GoBotronic war. Yet there 
are two Guardians who, 
even in their Earth forms, 
would be more than a 
match for any of the evil Cy- 
Kill's Renegade GoBots, for 
they have chosen to 
disguise themselves as two 
of the deadliest fighting 
weapons that Earth’s 
scientists and engineers 
have yet produced. The two 
Guardians are Leader-1 and 


Royal-T, and the Earth 
forms they have chosen in 
their fight against the 
GoBad GoBots are the F15 


Eagle and the Harrier Jump 


Jet. 


The F15 was born on the 
drawing boards of the 


which give it a top speed 
that touches 1,600 miles an 
hour and enable it to climb 
to a maximum height of 
more than 60,000 feet 
above sea level. 

Recently the F15 has had 
its radar systems improved 
by the introduction of a 


McDonnell Douglas Aircraft programmed signal 


Corporation in the USA in 
1969 and the first 
completed Eagle had its 
maiden flight at Edwards 
Airfield in California in 
1972. Since then it has 
proved itself to be one of 
the most reliable and 
versatile supersonic 
fighters in the world today. 
A twin-finned, twin- 
engined, single-seat 
aircraft, the Eagle is 
powered by two F100 after- 
burning turbo fan engines 


processor and an increased 
capability computer. 

Armed with four Sparrow 
missiles and an internal 
Vulcan cannon, the Eagle’s 
chief role is in air-to-air 
combat against enemy 
fighters, whilst its large fuel 
tanks give it an 
exceptionally long 
operational range. 

The Eagle's popularity is 
shown by the fact that there 
are more than 1,000 of the 
aircraft operational in the 
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world today, not only with 
the United States Air Force, 
but also with the airforces 
of the Netherlands, West 
Germany, Israel and Japan. 


The origins of the British 
Aerospace AV 8 B, more 
commonly known as the 
Harrier Jump Jet, lie in the 
dreams of DrA. A. Griffith, 
the British scientist who, in 
the early 1950s, was 
determined to design and 
build a vertical take off 
aircraft which would be 
both faster, and have a 
further range, than a 
helicopter. 

His prototype machine, 
which earned the nickname 
‘The Flying Bedstead’ was, 
however, a far cry from the 
sleek and deadly fighter 
aircraft into which it was 
eventually to evolve. The 
Flying Bedstead got its 
name because of its shape 
—a tubular frame on four 
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legs, with two Rolls Royce 
turbine engines fora 
mattress! This strange 
contraption made its first 
tethered flight in July 1953, 
and its first free flight in 
August of the following 
year. Despite its fuel 
capacity of 864 gallons, the 
bedstead could stay aloft 
for only eight and a half 
minutes and flew at a 
maximum height of only 
forty to fifty feet! 

Even today the Harrier 
seems, on paper at least, to 
be no match for many other 
modern fighters such as the 
Starfighter, the Mirage, or 
the Mig 23, for it is a 
subsonic fighter with 
neither the range, the 
speed nor the ceiling height 
of many of its rivals. 

However, the Harrier has 
certain qualities which 
make it virtually unique in 
the advanced technological 
age of modern warfare. Its 


armament, for instance, is 
more varied than that of 
any comparable aircraft. It 
can carry six air-to-air or 
air-to-ground missiles — 
usually American 
Sidewinders. As well as this 
it possesses machine guns 
in its wings, a single 20 mm 
cannon capable of 30 
seconds of continuous fire, 
and can carry a single 1,000 
lb bomb. 

Itis also unique in 
manoeuvrability. lts twin 
Rolls Royce engines can 
develop 32,000 Ibs of 
thrust; about one quarter of 
a jumbo jet! Yet these 
engines are capable of 
altering their angle of 
thrust, enabling the Harrier 
to take off or land in a space 
not much larger than itself. 
This has made it invaluable 
in theatres of war in which 
there are few conventional 
airstrips, whilst the Royal 
Navy’s version of the plane, 
the Sea Harrier, has 
enabled them to do away 
with the large aircraft 
carriers which more 
conventional aircraft need. 
Although not in service 
with as many nations as the 
Eagle, the Harrier is used by 
the navy and the airforce in 
both Britain and the United 
States and, following the 
aircraft's success in the 
Falklands War, the 
American government has 
placed an order fora 
further forty planes. 

So watch out, you GoBad 
GoBots! Whatever the 
shape they choose to fight 
in, you haven't a chance 
against the friendly 
firepower of Royal-T and 
Leader-1. 


‘Professor James Hobby, one of the 
world’s leading mineral experts, drove his 
= car along the winding road that led 
through the desert hills, and thought 
about the events of the last three weeks. 
It had been three weeks ago that a min- 

ing company, acting on information they 
jad received from Prospector 3 — a sur- 
vey satellite that NASA had included in 
the payload of the last space shuttle, had 
asked him to go on an expedition into the 
volcanic hills that surrounded the 
headwaters of the Rio Rojo, a tributary of 
the Amazon, and see if the satellite's data 
on the sorium deposits there was correct. 

> 


However, the scenes he had recorded and 
witnessed in those hills had convinced 
him that, however rich the sorium de- 
posits there proved to be, they could nev- 
er be rich enough to justify the risk of 
mining them. If they were, a strange and 
terrible menace might be unleashed upon 
the world. Now, back in America, the pro- 
fessor was eager to hand the records of 
his expedition over to the proper author- 
ities, for the information they contained 
was of vital importance to the entire conti- 
nent. 

In fact, Professor Hobby was so busy 
thinking about the discoveries his expedi- 
tion had made, that he did not notice the 
sleek, low slung shape of the sports-car 
until it drew alongside him. Only then did 
the professor glance at it, and as he did so 
the car's engine seemed to snarl like 
some kind of animal at him. Then, sud- 
denly, it swerved, smashed against his 
fender, and forced him off the road. 
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The professor braked hard, spinning 
the wheel desperately as he struggled to 
regain control of the car as it smashed 
through sagebrush and cactus plants, but, 
before he could do so, the front wheels 
were in the air and then the car was 
bouncing down the side of a steep ravine. 
As it hit the valley floor and rolled over 
once more, Professor Hobby’s uncon- 
scious body was flung from the wreckage. 

The only sounds to break the stillness 
that followed the crash were the spinning 
of one of the upturned wheels on the pro- 
fessor’s car and the soft, menacing purr of 
the sports-car’s motor from the top of the 
hill. Then the soft sound of the engine 
began to change into a cruel laugh as the 
racing car's parts began to spin, stretch, 
and twist themselves into the awesome, 
destructive form of Crasher, the GoBot 
witch. 
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“How feeble these Earth creatures are,” 
she crooned softly to herself. “How puny 
and weak their minds and machines are 
besides our GoBotic strength. Once the 
information | need is safely stored in my 
memory banks then | shall destroy the 
human. Crashing and smashing him was 
easy. Crushing and mushing him shall be 
easier still!” 

As she spoke, her GoBotic sensors 
scanned the recordings, photographs, 
and mineral samples that the professor 
had brought back from his expedition. 
Then, as she began to process the in- 
formation from the scanners through the 
memory banks and analysis systems of 
her brain, she turned back towards the 
professor. 

But, just as she raised a mighty, mecha- 
nised foot to stamp down on the helpless 
scientist, the full force of a GoBot power 
beam struck her on the shoulder and 
knocked her sideways. The force of the 
power beam spun her round and she saw 
the Earth shape of Leader-1 swoop low 
over her head, sweep round in a tight 
curve, then metamorphose into his GoBot 
shape as he landed on the opposite side 


of the ravine. Realising that she must get 
the information about the sorium back to 
Cy-Kill, Crasher shrieked with frustration, 
destroyed the wreck of the professor's car 
with a power beam of her own, then 
changed her shape back to the sports-car 
and sped away down the highway. 

Leader-1 hurried down from the ridge 
to see if the professor was all right, then, 
sending an emergency signal back to the 
Guardian's Command Centre, he changed 
his shape back to that of an F15 Eagle, and 
took off in pursuit of Crasher. However, 
by the time he had gained enough height 
to be able to search the surrounding 
country, Crasher was gone. 


Three hours later, a worried looking 
Matt Hunter stepped out of the hospital 
doors and walked across the parking lot 
to where Nick Burns, Scooter, and Rest-Q 
were waiting for him. 

“Rest-Q only just got the professor here 
in time,” said the shuttle pilot. “It's lucky 
for him that you overheard Doctor Braxis 
and the Renegades planning their 
ambush, Nick.” 


“It's a pity we couldn't stop her getting 
away with the professor's expedition re- 
port,” said the young computer wizard. 
“With that and the information that Braxis 
gave them from the satellite they’re going 
to be able to get their evil hands on a 
whole new supply of sorium.” 

“I'm afraid that if what the professor 
says is true, then Cy-Kill’s GoBots could 
get their hands on something a lot more 
dangerous than unprocessed sorium.” 

“Worse?” asked Scooter, nervously. 
“What do you mean, ‘worse’?” 

“| mean worms, Scooter,” said Matt 
grimly; “something the professor calls 
Magma Worms.” 

“I'm afraid that though | have studied 
the history of your world’s natural de- 
velopment most thoroughly, none of my 
memory banks reveal any information on 
such a creature,” said Scooter, his small, 
square, headlight face creasing into a 
frown. 

“That's because no one knew they 
existed until a week ago,” said Matt. 


When they got back to the Command 
15 


Centre, Matt told Leader-1 and the other 
GoBots what Professor Hobby had told 
him. 

“He says that under the volcanic hills 


are vast colonies of magma-eating 
worms,” said Matt. “There are literally 
millions and millions of them. They spend 
their entire lives underground and then 
they disappear into cocoons which never 
hatch. The prof figures they must be 
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some kind of mutated insect species 
whose eggs got trapped beneath a lava 
flow millions of years ago. Trapped 


- underground they developed and evolved 


in their own way, growing in size and 
number, they have honeycombed the 
hills. The prof's worried that if the hill- 
sides are opened up with mineshafts the 
sunshine and artificial light might trigger 
the cocoons into opening. If they do, 
there’s no telling what might come out. 
But think of it: if whatever comes out 
turns out to have the diet of a regular 
insect and the appetite of a Magma 


- Worm, then the whole continent could be 


stripped of vegetation within weeks.” 
“Your planet is indeed rich and diverse 
in its nature,” said Leader-1 thoughtfully. 
“We on the high tech world of GoBotron 
sometimes forget your more primitive 


- stages of evolution. You are right. If such 
| creatures fall into the hands of the Re- 
- negades, irreparable damage could be 


done to the Earth's ecological balance. 


_ We must act immediately. Scooter, inter- 
- face with flight control computers. See if 
| any large unidentified craft have been de- 
- tected recently. Turbo, Dozer, and Dum- 


per, prepare the Command Centre for im- 


| mediate departure.” 


“Computer interface completed,” said 


p Scooter seconds later. “Air Defence com- 
_ puter records the sighting and disappear- 


ance of a large unidentified flying object 
some forty minutes ago. Computer pro- 
jections make its probable destination 
South America.” 

“Sounds like Thruster,” said Leader-1, 


| operating the hyperdrive which sent the 
- giant ship soaring into the sky. “Let's 
- hope we're not too late.” 


Making the jump to hyperspace, they 


reached their destination in the time it 


takes to blink and, as Leader-1 switched 
back to turbo drive and brought her down 
through the cloud cover, A. J. Foster 
looked out on the dense forest and 
smouldering mountaintops beneath 
them. 

“There they are!” she cried suddenly. 
Matt and Nick hurried to the viewport and 
looked down. Half way down the slope of 
a smouldering volcano, Thruster stood in 
a freshly burnt clearing at the foot of a 
steep cliff. The three Renegade GoBots 
were standing in front of their ship, firing 


‚high powered energy beams into the cliff, 
‚and from the cracks and fissures that their 

beams had burnt into the solid stone, 
huge winged insects were slowly crawl- 
ing out into the sunlight. 
= Leader-1 brought the Guardians’ 
spaceship down undetected behind a 
nearby ridge and the two space cadets 
‚and their captain climbed up to its rim and 
peered over. 

“Holy cow,” gasped Nick, “will you look 
at those things! There must be hundreds 
_ of them!” 

“That's nothing compared to the num- 
ber still underground,” said Matt grimly, 
“and there's something even scarier than 
that. These fellas are meat-eaters. Take a 


E look.” 

| Perched on a rock that jutted up from 
the trees was one of the creatures, its 
_ wings folded back to its body and holding 
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in its hooked foreclaws the carcass of a 
half-eaten forest deer. 

“Imagine what these creatures could do 
if they ever reached a city,” said A. J. 
fearfully. 

“We gotta stop them,” said Nick, climb- 
ing to his feet, “before it’s too late.” 

“Not so fast, my friend,” said a soft 
voice behind them. They turned to see 
Leader-1 standing beside them. “If you try 
and stop them with nothing but your laser 
pistol you will be killed and nothing will 
have been achieved. Scooter has been 
doing some computations from the slope 
of the mountain and the nature of the lava 
flows on it. We have devised a plan. 
Dumper and Dozer are excavating the vol- 
cano's inner chamber. A single blast from 
my power beam should be enough to 
start a chain reaction in the magma cham- 
bers beneath.” 


“Then let's go for it,” said Matt. “Cy- 
Kill’s insect army look like they might get 
hungry soon.” 

“Behold these dumb beasts of destiny,” 
they heard Cy-Kill shriek to his cronies 
beneath them. “No force in this world is 
powerful enough to stand against them. 
No power is strong enough to...” 

His voice broke off in surprise as the 
unmistakable shape of Leader-1 shot up 
into the sky, and the three astronauts 
watched as the GoBot fighter turned in 
the air then swooped down to send a tor- 
rent of raw energy into the volcano's 
cone. Immediately, the ground beneath 
their feet seemed to begin to shake and 
shudder and a gigantic avalanche of 
stones, burning trees, and smouldering 
boulders went slithering down the moun- 
tainside on the crest of a vast wave of 
molten lava. Below them, directly in its 
path, Cy-Kill, Cop-Tur, and Crasher 
shrieked in rage and fear as they scurried 
back to the safety of Thruster, leaving the 
giant insects to be swallowed up by the 
advancing tide of fire. 

“They're getting away,” said Nick in 
dismay as he scrambled to his feet. 


“Forget them and come with us quick- 
ly,” said a voice, and Nick turned round to 
see the muddy, soot blackened shapes of 
Dumper and Dozer beckoning the three of 
them to climb aboard. “The entire moun- 
tain should explode sometime within the 
next Earth minute,” said Dumper. 

Scooter had the ramp of the Command 
Centre down and Turbo was already at 
the ship’s controls when they got there. 
As Scooter had pulled the ramp closed 
behind them, Turbo blasted them into 
hyperspace whilst the mountain they had 
left behind blew apart in torrents of mol- 
ten rock. As the ship rematerialised in the 
USA in its crane shape a radio message 
came through from Leader-1. 

“Glad to hear you're all right,” said 
Matt. “It's a pity we let those three creeps 
from home planet escape though.” 

“Look on the bright side, Matt,” said 
Scooter cheerfully. “We’ve managed to 
destroy the sorium deposits they wanted. 
And then there’s the Magma Worms. 
According to statistical data, if even two 
million of them have survived, it will take 
them another seventeen billion years to 
eat themselves back to the surface.” 


im AL FILE: DESIGN DATA I 


Despite the advances the GoBots of GoBotron have 
made, they are still looking for new ways to improve 
their own design. To aid them in this, Scooter has 
been making a study of different life forms here on 
Earth and storing the information in his computer. 
Here are a few random samples. Take a look at them 
and see the way the GoBots view our animal 
kingdom. 


THE OCTOPUS 


An underwater creature with 
eight arms. The suckers on 
each arm are as powerful as 
our own GoBotic grabs, and 
are almostimpossible to 
wrench free once they have 
become attached to anything. 
The Octopus can also change 
shape more easily than we 


THE ARMADILLO 


These land dwelling creatures GoBots since it possesses no 
are members of the rodent hinged or solid parts in its 
family. They vary in size from body orits arms, and this 

a few inches to three feet and, makes it possible for a twelve 
although they are not inch octopus to squeeze and 
ferocious creatures, they THE HUMMINGBIRD bend himself through a half- 
possess armour plating as inch hole. 

strong as the GoBots on Brightly coloured birds 

GoBotron. They are also smaller than any form of 


skilled shape-changers and GoBotronic life, they vary in 
can roll themselves into an size from small to minute! 
armour plated ball when They are more manoeuvrable 
under attack. These creatures than any of our flying GoBots 
are found throughout Central and they can hover in the air 
and South America. to drink nectar from flowering 
plants with their long beaks. 


As well as being able to hover 
f in mid air they are capable of 
backward as well as forward 


4 flight. To enable them to do 
\ this, their wings move faster 
than any other living thing on 
Earth, sometimes reaching as 
many as seventy wingbeats 
per second. 7 


Bam an, AZ 


“You mean that's not really King Henry of 
England?” young Sammy Foster asked in 
disappointment as he stood in front of a 
wax figure of the Tudor king. Nick Burns 
smiled, then shook his head solemnly at 
A. J.'s five year old nephew. 

“Course not, you dummy,” said A. J. 
ruffling Sammy's hair and laughing, 
“these are all figures from history.” 

“Aw, that's a cheat!” complained Sam- 
my. “When you said we were going to 
meet all those emperors and pirates and 
presidents and generals and kings and 
queens and stuff, | thought they were 
going to be real. History's for in school. | 


20 


Va 


N d MARTHE / 
IMEL NDO LN LE) 
ee t Le AA As? 


E 


A A 
thought we were gonna do something ex- 
citing this afternoon.” 

“Alright then,” said A. J. as they turned 
towards the exit, “next time | take you out 
we go wherever YOU say. OK? Right now 
it's about time to take you home though. 
Is that a deal partner?” 

“| guess so,” said Sammy thoughtfully, 
“as long as you buy me an ice cream on 
the way.” 

A. J. was just about to ask Sammy what 
flavour he wanted, when Nick took hold of 
her arm, and, with a puzzled look on his 
face, asked if she thought there was any- 
thing familiar about the figure walking to- 
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wards the waxworks on the other side of 
the street. A. J. looked at the man. He 
wore grey whiskers, and a hat pulled 
down over his face, yet there was some- 
thing familiar about the way he hurried 
along with a black bag clutched tightly 
under one arm, something very familiar. 

“It's Doctor Braxis!” she exclaimed. 

“That's what | thought. I’m going back 
to find out what that evil creep is plan- 
ning. You had better go tell Matt.” 

“Sorry partner,” said A. J. to Sammy, 
as Nick hurried away, “you're going to 
have to take a rain check on that ice 
cream.” 

Back inside the wax museum Nick fol- 
lowed the disguised figure of Doctor 
Braxis as he wandered around the 
crowded exhibition rooms. When the 
museum's bell rang and its customers be- 


gan to make their way to the exit doors, 
Nick saw Dr Braxis furtively open the door 
of a broom cupboard and step inside. 
Nick ducked down behind the wax statues 
of General George Custer and Chief Sit- 
ting Bull and wondered exactly what the 
power crazed scientist might be up to this 
time. 

He found out soon enough, for as soon 
as the museum's caretaker had mopped 
the floor, dimmed the lights, and locked 
the front door behind him as he left, the 
door of the broom cupboard opened and 
Doctor Braxis stepped out. He held the 
black case in front of him, and, as he 
opened the lid, the dials and tiny monitors 
inside it cast an eerie glow across his 
maniacal features. Quickly he moved 
from figure to figure in the waxworks, pin- 
ning what looked like a small, glowing 
badge to each as he went. As he came 
closer, Nick ducked further down, and one 
of the feathers from Chief Sitting Bull’s 
headdress went up his nose. 

“Burns!” gasped Doctor Braxis in rage 
and surprise as he whirled round at the 
sound of Nick’s sneeze. “You interfering 
young fool. Did you think you could stop 
me? Did you think it would be possible to 
stand in the path of the mighty Cy-Kill and 
his GoBots? You should have been wise 
like me and helped them. They would 
have rewarded you with power beyond 
your wildest dreams. With my intelli- 
gence and their technology. ...” 

“Save it, Doctor Braxis,” said Nick tak- 
ing a step towards the scientist as he be- 
gan to press a series of buttons in the 
black case. “Whatever it is you're plan- 
ning, it won't work.” 

“You're wrong, meddlesome fool, and 
too late. No one can stop the evil mischief 
my wax friends shall wreak upon this city. 
And when your wretched friends the 
Guardians come to its aid, they shall walk 
straight into the trap that Cy-Kill has pre- 
pared for them.” 

“Not if | can stop you first,” said Nick, 
making a run at Doctor Braxis. 

However, before he could get to the 
doctor, the wax figure of Queen Victoria 
jumped down from the throne where she 
was sitting and punched him flat. Nick 
shook his head to make sure he wasn't 
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dreaming, and then a whistling sound 
made him look up, and he saw a pirate 
with blackened teeth and tiny skulls in his 
hair swinging a cutlass down towards 
him. He rolled over and felt the collar of 
his shirt rip as the cutlass blade pinned it 
to the floor. 

“Excellent, Captain Blackbeard,” hissed 
Doctor Braxis as he ran towards the 
museum's stairs; “I shall leave you to 
deal with this interfering young upstart. 
Cop-Tur is waiting for me on the roof. 
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Look around you, Burns, and see how 
useless it is for you to fight. The creatures 
of history itself are here to destroy you!” 

Nick ducked under another swing from 
Blackbeard’s cutlass and grabbed a mop 
from the cupboard where Doctor Braxis 
had hidden. As Blackbeard raised his cut- 
lass to strike again, Nick pushed the mop 
into his chest and shoved. The wax pirate 
skidded backwards across the polished 
wooden floor, and Napoleon and Davy 
Crockett helped him to his feet. Then 
slowly and silently the wax figures of his- 
tory with their staring glass eyes began to 
close in on Nick. 


“Look at the cowardly, pathetic fools, 
Cop-Tur,” laughed Doctor Braxis as the 
GoBot helicopter circled above the chaos 
in the streets below them. “See how they 
run from my wax army! See how useless 
bullets are against their soft, wax bodies! 
Only the Guardians can save them now. 
And down there, waiting to strike them 
down should they attempt it, are Cy-Kill 
and Crasher. Once the people see our 
strength, once they witness how easily 
we have destroyed the Guardians, they 
will have no choice save to surrender! 
Look, my fine mechanical friend, already 
the police are running!” 

But it was no ordinary police car that 
Doctor Braxis saw speeding away from 
the army of wax figures that was making 
its way through the streets, oblivious to 
the hail of bullets from the line of police- 
men that blocked their way. It was Hans 
Cuff, the Guardian GoBot whose Earth 
shape was a police car, and he was hur- 
rying to his secret command centre to 
warn Leader-1 and his fellow GoBots of 
the danger that the Earth people faced. 

Back at the museum Nick Burns was in 
trouble. The wax figures had tied him up 
and then thrown him in one of the 
museum's melt down vats. Then they'd 
turned on the heat and left. Already the 
wax figures beside him in the vat had 
begun to grow soft and shapeless. The 
temperature needed to rise only another 
three or four degrees and the vat would 
become a bubbling pool of molten wax. 
Nick was beginning to think that the 
NASA report that had said he was reck- 
less was right, when he heard a voice 


shout down to him, and he looked up to 
see Matt Hunter and A. J. reaching down 
their hands to him from the rim of the vat. 

“Boy, oh boy,” gasped Nick, once his 
two friends had pulled him to safety and 
removed the gag from his mouth. “Am | 
glad to see you guys.” 

“We've got to work as a team, Nick,” 
said Matt. “You could have got in trouble, 
going off after Doctor Braxis like that.” 

“We could have got in worse if | 
hadn't,” said Nick as he began to explain 
what had happened to the shuttle pilot. 


“Something is wrong, Cop-Tur,” 
screamed Doctor Braxis in rage as his fin- 
gers stabbed frantically at the buttons of 
his mini computer. “My wax slaves no 
longer obey!” 


But no matter how hard he tried, no- 
thing could make the wax figures in the 
street below him move. What, only mo- 
ments before, had been a ferocious mob, 
was once again a collection of kings, 
queens, and emperors, pirates and presi- 
dents, all of them still and lifeless. Howev- 
er, as Cop-Tur turned to make his descent, 
the sound of a jet engine screamed across 
the sky towards him and the voice of 
Leader-1 called out to him as he swept 
past in the shape of an F15 fighter. 

“Your plan has failed,” said Leader-1 as 
he looped round to attack once again. 

“Our young Earth friends warned us of 
what you were planning. Scooter's com- 
puter skills have been enough to disen- 
gage your command signals. Your wax 
army is defeated.” 
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“Destroy him, Cop-Tur,” shouted Doc- 
tor Braxis, “destroy him!” 

“| cannot, Doctor Braxis,” said Cop-Tur; 
“in my earth form | am no match for 
Leader-1. We must retreat and find a safe 
place to metamorphose.” 

Leader-1 had just turned to pursue Cop- 
Tur when a signal from Scooter told him 
that Turbo had found Cy-Kill and Crasher 
in a warehouse close to where the ionised 
particles that Scooter had managed to in- 
troduce into the Doctor's transdirectional 
linkage signals had finally halted the wax- 
en figures. 

“He's on his own, Leader-1,” said Scoo- 
ter. “You had better get down there to 
help him.” 


Leader-1 turned tightly, then came 


down in a dive towards the warehouse. 
Shape-changing into his GoBot form as 
he descended, his heavy, jet finned feet 
smashed down through the warehouse 


roof, and inside he saw Turbo fighting for 
his life against Cy-Kill and Crasher. 

“We shall smash you and bash you, 
trash you and crash you!” screamed the 
wicked witch of GoBotron, flailing her 
solid sorium arms in front of her. Turbo 
bumped against a crate, stumbled, and 
fell face downward as he struggled to get 
out of their way, and Cy-Kill, seeing the 
stricken Guardian, fell back on his shoul- 
der wheels and rolled towards him, feet 
first. Leader-1 landed just in time to stop 
his arch enemy smashing into Turbo, and 
with a single swing of his GoBotic arm he 
sent Cy-Kill rolling backwards to smash 
head first into the brick wall of the ware- 
house. As the evil genius of GoBotron 
tried to struggle free from the rubble, Tur- 
bo turned over onto his back and rolled 
into Crasher at full tilt. Snarling in angry 
surprise, she crashed forward into Cy-Kill 
just as he clambered to his feet. 

“Quickly, Crasher,” shouted the 
Renegade leader, “we must retreat and 
regroup. Without the element of surprise 
our advantage is gone.” 

“Not so fast,” piped up a nervous, timid 
voice from the entrance to the doorway, 
“you've got me here to stop you.” 

Leader-1 and Turbo turned to see the 
tiny figure of Scooter standing bravely in 
the doorway to block the two Renegade 
GoBots' escape. Then they heard the 
whirling sound of helicopter blades be- 
hind him, and Cop-Tur strode into view. 
Before either of them could shout a warn- 
ing, Cop-Tur reached his whirling rotor 
arm upwards and sliced the power lines, 
plunging the warehouse and its surround- 
ings into darkness. By the time that the 
lights went back on again, the three evil 
GoBots were gone. 


A week later, A. J. and her young cousin 
Sammy called on Nick Burns to ask him if 
he wanted to go out with them that after- 
noon. 

“We've been learning about Abraham 
Lincoln in school this week,” said Sam- 
my; “maybe history isn't so boring. A. J.'s 
taking me down to the wax museum 
again.” 

“You want to come?” 

“No way,” said Nick, “I think we should 
go somewhere nice and quiet like the fun- 
fair.” 


SLODTER'S COMPUTER 


The computers aboard the Guardians’ Command Centre 
are usually kept pretty busy with the programmes that 
Scooter has to run through them. However, predicting, 
decoding, analysing and storing data in the fight against 
the Renegades can get pretty tiring — even for a compu- 
ter! So, whenever there’s a moment's peace, Scooter and 
his computer relax a little. They play chess, draughts, and 
other GoBotronic games together. Sometimes they even 
tell one another jokes! Here are a few of them. 


COMPUTER: Hans-Cuff SCOOTER: How does 
caught Leader-1 shave 
someone the wires of his 
stealing a chin? 
calendar COMPUTER: With a laser 
yesterday. The blade. 
judge 
sentenced him COMPUTER: What would 
this morning. you call a load 
SCOOTER: — What did he of super 
get? computers on 
COMPUTER: Twelve months. the London SCOOTER: Where do 
Underground? astronauts 
COMPUTER: Do GoBots have SCOOTER: Atube of leave their 
brothers? smarties. spaceships? 
SCOOTER: No, butthey COMPUTER: On parking 
have lots of 3 4 meteorites. 
tran-sisters. g 5 
SCOOTER: What goes, “Ha 
ha ha ha ha, 
boing!”? 
COMPUTER: Crasher 
: laughing her 
head off. 


COMPUTER: Is it true that 
Cop-Tur won't 
hurt you if 
you're carrying 
atorch? 

SCOOTER: It depends on 
how fast you're 
carrying it. 


SCOOTER: What’s got four 
wheels, two 
legs, two arms, 
two oars, and a 
computer for a 

> a brain? 

Join the dots together to find out COMPUTER: A row-bot. 

who's taking a space flight. 
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The robot 

has sorted 

his spare parts 
onto two shelves. 
All the parts 
except one 
appear on 
both shelves 
— which robot 
bit is 

missing? 


Hidden amongst these different shapes is one of the 
GoBots of GoBotron. Shade in the shapes with dots 
and find out which one. But be careful! Even in his 

Earth disguise he’s a crazy character. 


RAS 


Write the answers to the picture clues in 
the correct boxes and then find the name 
of the GoBot in one of the downward col- 
umns. 
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Leader-1 and Royal-T rushed across the 
surface of the ice and snow in a seven 
hundred miles-an-hour low level attack 
on the figures of Cy-Kill and Crasher. 
Three hours ago, at the Guardian Com- 
mand Centre, they had picked up signals 
of GoBotic activity on the Arctic ice cap. 
Leader-1 and Royal-T had flown im- 
mediately to investigate. Now, having lo- 
cated the two Renegade GoBots, the two 
Guardians let loose the full force of their 
power beams. To their surprise, the ener- 
gy beams passed straight through the fi- 
gures of the two enemy GoBots and ex- 
ploded harmlessly in the snow behind 
them. 


“| say, sir! Holograms! What a dashed 
nuisance,” said Royal-T, who spoke the 
kind of English you'd expect from a Royal 
Air Force Harrier Jump Jet. “Just when | 
was looking forward to a jolly good 
scrap!” 

“We've been tricked, Royal-T,” said 
Leader-1 as he landed feet first on the ice. 
“These holograms are decoys. Their real 
attack is going to be somewhere else.” 

“You mean the chaps back at Com- 
mand Centre might be in a spot of bother, 
sir?” asked Royal-T. 

“We'll only find that out when we get 
back,” said Leader-1 as the rocket motors 
in his feet sent him flying up into the air 
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and he turned southwards. 


Turbo jetted low over the hillsides to 
the sea. When he got close to the beach 
he changed into his car shape and came 
in to land on the sand. His sensors scan- 
ned the sea for some sign of a submarine. 
Just after Leader-1 and Royal-T had left 
for the Arctic, Scooter had intercepted a 
message from the Renegade forces on 
GoBotron, which said they were sending 
more reinforcements to help Cy-Kill and 
his cronies conquer the Earth. The mes- 
sage said that the Renegades’ space ship 
would land in the sea close to Holly Point, 
and that it would be disguised as a sub- 
marine. Turbo’s scanners searched the 
still waters of the ocean for any sign of 
GoBotic activity beneath the gentle waves 
but there was nothing, and racing down 
the beach and then jetting up into the air, 
he realised that he had been tricked. 

Meanwhile, as Turbo and Leader-1 jet- 


ted back home as fast as they could, 
Scooter was alone in the Command Cen- 
tre. Road Ranger, Rest-Q, Dumper, and all 
the other Guardian GoBots were out on 
patrol. Scooter was monitoring their sig- 
nals when Matt and A. J. Foster came in 
and said they needed his help. 

“But I'm here all on my own,” said 
Scooter. “If | go with you, who's going to 
make Leader-1's breakfast?” 

“| thought you GoBots didn't eat break- 
fast,” protested A. J. 

“We don't,” said Scooter. 
joking.” 

“Some joke!” exclaimed Matt. “Leave a 
message for your fellow Guardians. Tell 
them you've gone to Desert Springs with 
us. There's a convention of international 
scientists there, and one of them is our 
friend Anya Turgenova.” 

“You mean the Russian lady who the 
GoBad GoBots want to capture so 
badly?” 


“| was 


see, Scooter, Doctor Braxis is at the con- 
vention as well.” 

“Then let’s go and see that she’s safe!” 
exclaimed Scooter. 


“We scientists are just the same as fl 


everyone else, gentlemen,” said Ling Fu, 
one of China's most brilliant chemists, in 
his closing speech to the International 
Convention of Scientists. “And, like 
everyone else, it is only through sharing 
our wisdom, our kindness, and our under- 
standing that we will make a more peace- 
ful and pleasant world for our children.” 

What weak and cowardly nonsense the 
Chinaman talked, thought Doctor Braxis 
impatiently as he looked at his watch and 
slipped from the lecture hall. For three 
days he had been forced to listen to their 
pathetic whinings, their feeble talk of 
friendship, and their stupid plans to share 
their scientific discoveries. Now it was 
time to put into practice the plan which 
would lead to the mighty Cy-Kill’s victory 
and make him, Doctor Braxis, the master 
of the entire Earth! Then these scientists 
would see how weak and foolish their 
ideas were when set beside the awesome 
power and intelligence of the invading 
GoBots. He would need to listen to no one 


“That's the one,” said A. J. “And we've 
reason to believe she's in danger. You | 


then, when he was master of the planet. 
All would obey him. Anyone who refused 
would die! 

The power crazed doctor used a by- 
pass beam on the lock to Anya’s door, 
and slipped quietly into the room. In the 
middle of the floor, packed and ready to 
go, was the beautiful Russian scientist's 
trunk. Doctor Braxis emptied the clothes 
and books and scientific papers from it, 
then opened the doors to the balcony and 
waited for Anya’s return. 

For, when she did, Doctor Braxis in- 
tended to lock her in her own trunk. Then 
he would radio up to the heliport on the 
roof of the building where Cop-Tur was 
hidden in disguise amongst all the other 
helicopters waiting to take the visiting 
scientists back to the airport. And when 
Cop-Tur received the signal he would pick 
the trunk up from the balcony and fly it 
back to the secret valley where Cy-Kill 
was waiting aboard Thruster. And once 
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she was in Cy-Kill’s clutches she would 
either tell him the details of her top secret 
project or she would die! 

The plan was simple, Doctor Braxis 
thought to himself as he waited, brilliantly 
simple. And with all the Guardians save 
the feeble Scooter decoyed away, there 
was nobody who could stop it. For as well 
as Cop-Tur on the roof, Crasher was wait- 
ing in her sports-car form on the ground 
below, ready to smash and crash anyone 
who was foolish enough to dare try. 

Outside, in the corridor, the doors of the 
elevator opened and the unsuspecting 
Anya Turgenova stepped out and looked 
through her bag for the keys to her door. 
She was just about to put the door key 
into the lock when a hand grabbed hold of 
her arm. 

“Why, Nick!” she exclaimed in her Rus- 
sian accent as she turned and saw herself 
looking at the young space cadet. “What 
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are you doing here?” 

“Sssshhhh,” whispered Nick, putting a 
finger to his lips, “you're in great danger, 
Anya. Matt and A. J. have gone to get 
help from the Guardians. You must come 
with me.” And getting hold of Anya's 
hand, Nick hurried her away down the 
corridor and then down the stairs to the 
basement of the building. 

Meanwhile, outside, Scooter was pur- 
ring as quietly as he could between the 
parked cars outside. As soon as Scooter's 
sensors had detected the GoBotic form of 
Crasher guarding the entrance to the 
building, Matt had decided that their best 
plan was for Scooter to create a diversion 
which would let Matt and A. J. get inside. 

Scooter, who knew only too well how 
strong Crasher was, wasn't sure whether 
he liked the plan all that much. Oh well, he 
thought as he crept closer to the wicked 
witch of GoBotron, if it was a diversion 


they wanted, then a diversion they would 
get. 

“Hey there, you horrible GoBad 
GoBot!” yelled Scooter, rushing out from 
behind a schoolbus. “Here comes Scoo- 
ter! Your crashing days are over, This 
time it's you that gets trashed.” 

“Why, you wretched, impudent fool,” 
snarled Crasher, spinning her wheels as 
she skidded round to face Scooter, “did 
you think that without the help of Leader- 
1 and Turbo you could defeat us? Your 
foolishness has cost you your miserable 
little life. | shall ram you and slam you 
then cram and jam your broken bits into a 
ball of worthless junk!” 

“You'll have to catch me first!” yelled 
Scooter as he set off with Crasher in hot 
pursuit. 

The chase led away from the hotel 
where the scientists had been meeting 
and into the town. People turned their 


heads in amazement as they saw a rider- 
less scooter and a driverless car tearing 
this way and that through the streets. 
Scooter whizzed across the path of an 
approaching train at a level crossing in an 
attempt to escape the sports-car, but with 
a roar of her engines, Crasher leapt over 
the moving carriages and continued the 
chase. 

“You'll never escape me, wretch,” she 
shrieked, “I’m so.much stronger, and lar- 
ger, and faster than you are.” 

As she shouted to him, Scooter 
swerved quickly to the right and dis- 
appeared down a narrow, winding alley- 
way. Crasher spun round in a skid and 
followed, then snarled with rage as she 
got jammed between the alley’s walls. 

“Bigger and stronger and faster you 
may be,” laughed Scooter as he left the 
ferocious GoBot stuck fast behind him, 
“but you never were as smart!” 
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As soon as Scooter had started the di- 
version back at the huge hotel, Matt and 
A. J. had acted quickly. Once inside the 
building, Matt had told A. J. to look after 
Anya and then he and Nick had ridden the 
elevator up to Anya’s room. Nick had un- 
locked the door with Anya’s key and then 
Matt had flung the door open and the two 
of them had burst into the room. 

“Hunter!” gasped Doctor Braxis, in 
angry surprise. “Why do you fight when 
you know your cause is hopeless? My 
GoBot allies are on the roof and the 
ground, The Russian will never... 
OUCH!” 

Matt’s kung fu kick sent the doctor fall- 
ing backwards to the floor and, as he did 
so, the radio communicator slipped from 
his pocket. As it did so, it triggered a sig- 
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nal to Cop-Tur on the roof and his voice 
came through the radio asking if every- 
thing was all right. 

“Have you got the trunk ready yet, Doc- 
tor Braxis?” he asked impatiently as Nick 
snatched the radio from the floor before 
Doctor Braxis’ clutching fingers could 
reach it and press the answering button. 

“So that’s your little game, Doctor Bra- 
xis,” said Matt, looking at the balcony and 
the open trunk and then at Doctor Braxis. 
“Quickly, Nick, let’s give these no-good 
mechanised meanies and the conniving 
creep who's sided with them a surprise!” 

Moments later Cop-Tur received the 
radio signal that the trunk was ready and 
waiting for him on the balcony. Whirling 
his rotors he soared up from the heliport 
on the hotel roof and then dropped down 
the side of the hotel to the balcony where 
the trunk was waiting. Cop-Tur fired a 
magnetic grab which stuck to the side of 
the trunk and then, with a cackle of 
triumph, he soared up into the air with the 
trunk dangling beneath him. 

Cop-Tur sped across the desert to the 
secret valley where Thruster was hidden. 


Cy-Kill and Crasher were waiting for him 
in their GoBot shapes. The Renegade 
leader was speeding impatiently to and 
fro on his wheels and Crasher was look- 
ing angrily at the scratches she’d got on 
her fine, shiny paintwork when she'd 
been stuck in the alley. 

“We have done well, my wicked war- 
riors,” crowed Cy-Kill as Cop-Tur lowered 
the trunk to the floor. “The contemptible 
Guardians have been tricked. Let us 
examine our captive more closely.” Cy- 
Kill swung a metal arm down on top of 
the trunk and smashed it open, and out 
onto the desert floor rolled the terrified 
figure of Doctor Braxis. “Blundering 
fools!” he shrieked in fury. “Malfunction- 
ing morons! You have let yourself be 
tricked by the three humans and by the 
feeblest of all the Guardians, by the most 
repulsive GoBot that GoBotron has yet 
produced, by the most repellent, revolt- 
ing, repugnant, re....re.... re... re... 


re..re..” Cy-Kill’s fist smashed down on 
the empty trunk once more as his words 
faded away into the frenzied roaring of his 
engine. “By a mere SCOOTER!!!!???!!” 
he managed to splutter when he had 
calmed his racing engine down once 
more. 

After Matt had seen Anya safely onto a 
plane back to Russia, he went back to the 
Guardian's Command Centre to find 
Scooter telling Nick about how fast and 
fearlessly he had outwitted Crasher. 

“Weren't you just a little bit scared, 
Scooter?” asked A. J. 

“Scared of that stupid, streamlined 
bad-tempered bucket of bolts!?” ex- 


claimed Scooter. “She couldn't frighten 
MARES 

“Smash and trash, Scooter, bash and 
crash,” purred Matt as he crept up behind 
Scooter. With a sudden squeak of alarm, 
the young GoBot somersaulted forty feet 
into the air in fright. 
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THE ELECTRIC RAY 


This fish is also known as the 
torpedo by Earthmen. It 
possesses no scales, has 
smooth soft skin, and small 
eyes and mouth. It lives in the 
sand on the ocean bed in 
depths of up to 580 fathoms. 
Like many GoBots it has the 
ability to project an electrical 
force field around itself, either 
for purposes of attack or 
defence. Its electrical organs 
are set in its dorsal fins and 
can release a charge of up to 
220 volts which enable the 
torpedo to stun or killsea 
creatures far larger than itself. 


THE CHAMELEON 


A tree-dwelling reptile and a 
master of stealth and 
disguise. Its eyes can revolve 
independently through 180 
degrees and it can remain still 
for hours whilst altering the 
colour of its skin to match its 
mood and surroundings. Its 
method of attack is in its 
tongue, which is sticky and 
which it can unroll to twice the 
length of its body in a split 
second. 


DESIGN DATA II 
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THE KIWI 


The Kiwi is asmall bird which 
is native to the islands that 
Earthmen call New Zealand. 
The Kiwi has small stubby 
wings and cannot fly. 

It cannot walk very fast either. 
It has nostrils on the end of its 
long beak which give ita good 
sense of smell, but its | 
eyesight is poor. Despite its 
disadvantages the Kiwi seems 
in excellent health. The 
scientists of GoBotron are 
recommended to study this 
creature further to discover 
just what its secret is! 


A. J., Matt, and Nick got out of the taxi by 
the wire fence and went through the gate 
into the railway yard. Inside the yard 
somewhere, amongst all the other trucks, 
was boxcar 71773, and it was there that 
they were to meet Commander Hender- 
son. Commander Henderson had been a 
member of the NASA commission that 
had suspended the three astronauts when 
the space shuttle ‘Intrepid’ had been des- 
troyed. That morning they had received a 
video message from him in which he had 
said that he must meet them in secret 
because there was something urgent that 
he had to discuss about Doctor Braxis. 

“Maybe the Commander has rumbled 
the evil old goat,” said Nicky excitedly, 
“and we're going to get to do some flying 
again.” 

“Then why does he want to meet us in 
an old railway yard?” asked A. J. doubt- 
fully. 

“For secrecy, of course,” said Nick. “If 
Doctor Braxis were to find out or even 
suspect that...” 

“Whatever his reasons were,” inter- 
rupted Matt, finding boxcar 71773 exactly 
where Henderson's message had said it 
would be and peering in through the open 
doorway, “he isn’t here yet. We're going 
to have to wait.” 

Matt climbed into the truck and helped 
the two young space cadets in after him. 
As they climbed in, a steam shunter blew 
and tooted down the line from them. Its 
pistons flew in and out and its wheels 
skidded round on the metal rails, and 
then, all of a sudden, the small black en- 
gine began to rush towards them. As it 
approached, the cab, the boiler, and the 
piston wheels seemed to unfold from the 
line and transform themselves into the 
shape of a huge, black Gobot, which came 
rushing closer and closer, balanced on 
the wheels beneath its feet, blowing 


smoke and fire from the small silver face 
that peered out from between its wind- 
shields. 

“Goodnight!” yelled Matt. “We've been 
tricked!” 

“Of course you have, idiots! 
the familiar tones of Doctor Braxis as the 


pr 


screeched 


GoBot's GoBotic armgrabs clamped 
round the sides of the truck and took off 
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into the sky with it. “You have been trick- 
ed and trapped, and next you will be 
turned into traitors. Were you too stupid 
to realise that the video image of Com- 
mander Henderson was created on my 
computers or that the steam train down 
the siding was none other than Loco, one 
of Cy-Kill’s mighty Renegade band?” 

The power crazed scientist began to do 
a dance of triumph on the roof of the 
railway truck as the giant GoBot flew 
through the sky with it. Below him, inside 
the truck, the three young astronauts 
peered out of the open doorway down 
towards the ground which was rushing 
past, two hundred feet beneath them. 
Then Loco reduced speed and came 
down in a steep sided desert valley along- 
side the huge shape of Thruster, the Re- 
negades' spaceship. 

No sooner had he landed and put the 


al 
| 


D- 
AS 


AS 
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railway truck down on the desert floor 
than Cy-Kill, Cop-Tur, and Crasher came 
rushing across to drag the three astro- 
nauts out. 

“Welcome, my feeble, fainthearted 
human friends,” roared Cy-Kill as he sped 
towards the open hatchway on the 
spacecraft, holding Matt clamped in his 
grabs. 

“We're no friends of yours,” said Matt 
defiantly as he strugged to free himself. 

“Oh but you are, Hunter, you are,” pur- 
red Crasher. “For you are going to help us 
to destroy the Earth.” 

“We'd never do that, you motorised 
menace!” said A. J. as the wicked GoBot 
witch locked her into a small glass box. 

“But you will, my dear,” purred the 
GoBot, “for you will have no choice. You 
and your friends are going to GoBotron. 
You are going to see what war is REALLY 


like. Then you are going to die!” 

“Did she say we were going to GoBot- 
ron?” Nick asked in alarm as Cop-tur lock- 
ed him into a small glass box between 
Matt and A. J. 

“Yes, you fool,” snarled Cy-Kill, wheel- 
ing the giant Astrobeam around until it 
was pointing straight at them. “You are 
going to help me to start a war which 
shall engulf your puny planet. Say good- 
bye to your home, hideous humans; it 
will be the last time you shall see it.” And 
with a wild, cackling shriek of cruel laugh- 
ter he pulled down the switch on the 
Astrobeam and suddenly everything all 
around the three astronauts was a whirl- 
ing, dizzy kaleidoscope of colours and 
changing patterns. 

“Hold tight,” Matt shouted to his two 
young cadets through gritted teeth as the 
matter transporter hurled them and 


whirled them across millions of miles of 
space towards GoBotron, “we haven't 
lost yet!” 

“Perhaps not yet, but soon, human 
slime, soon,” hissed a voice in Matt's ears 
as the colours and shapes all around him 
began to stop spinning and he saw that 
they were in a vast underground cham- 
ber. On every wall of the chamber were 
dials, screens, switches and buttons, 
whilst opening the matter transporter's 
protective glass boxes was the biggest 
GoBot that Matt, A. J. and Nick had ever 
seen. 

“Permit me to welcome you to GoBot- 
ron, Earth slime,” he hissed as he beck- 
oned a second giant GoBot towards him. 
“You shall have the pleasure of my com- 
pany for a little while before we finally kill 
you. | am the great, the glorious, the bril- 
liant Baron von Joy. | delight in destruc- 
tion and hate all things human. As com- 
mander of the Renegades on GoBotron 
you must address me by my full title of 
Baron von Joy, High Commander of the 
illustrious. ...” 

“I'll just call you ‘creep’,” said Matt. 
“Why have you brought us here?” 

“Silence!” shrieked the raging GoBot 
Baron. “Psycho, have the Council of Guar- 
dians taken off for the meeting place?” 

“They are on their way now,” said the 
second huge GoBot as he approached 
them. 

“Excellent!” hissed Baron von Joy. 
“Then take these hopeless creatures to 
their doom. Use your Earth shape, 
Psycho. It will remind them of the home 
that they shall never see again!” 

At the Baron’s command, Psycho meta- 
morphosed into a giant yellow Volks- 
wagen car and the three astronauts were 
shoved inside. As soon as they were in, 
the door closed and locked automatically 
and the giant yellow car rushed up aramp 
and along a length of tunnel. Sliding 
doors opened automatically as they 
approached them, and the huge car burst 
out into the bright green sunlight of 
GoBotron. 

“Jeepers!” exclaimed Nick in amaze- 
ment, as he, Matt and A. J. peered out 
through Psycho’s windscreen. All around 
them were vast, towering buildings built 
of silicon and steel, stretching up into the 
clouds like mountains. Strange GoBotic 
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shapes flew between them, firing power 
beams and laser bolts at one another, 
whilst the smooth, shiny surface of their 
high-tech planet was covered with the 
twisted remains of wrecked GoBots. 

“Doesn't the sight of such chaos make 
your circuits race?” crooned Psycho to his 
passengers. “Soon all of this shall belong 
to the Renegades. Our master, the mighty 
Cy-Kill, has devised a foolproof plan.” 

“Don't you dopey dodgems ever learn 
anything?” asked Matt. “Evil plans like 
yours can never succeed.” 

“Wrong, human!” shrieked Psycho 
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angrily and he sent a squirt of electricity 
through his skin as Matt tried to open one 
of his doors. “Cy-Kill’s plan is so warped 
and wicked and wonderful that it cannot 
fail. He has ordered the Renegades to call 
a truce with the Guardians of GoBotron. 
See! There is the Guardians' ship speed- 
ing towards the meeting place now. We 
have promised them they will not be 
attacked and the trusting fools have be- 
lieved us!” 

As he spoke, Psycho transformed him- 
self once more into his GoBotic form, 
leaving Matt and the two space cadets 
trapped helplessly behind the observa- 
tion windows in his head, watching his 
laser cannons aiming at the Guardians' 
ship as it sped towards them. 

“Watch now as | destroy them with my 
lasers! Enjoy it, hopeless humans, for it 
will be the last sight that you ever see. For 
once | have destroyed them | shall fill my 
head with poisonous gas and you too will 
die!” 

“But why?” asked A. J. “What do you 
hope to gain by bringing us here to die?” 

“When the Council of Guardians finds 
your bodies close to the wreckage of the 
ship they sent, they will think that you 
have destroyed them. They will think that 
their beloved Leader-1 has turned against 


them. And then, when they begin to fight 
amongst themselves, we shall destroy 
them utterly, completely, and forever.” 

“That's what you think,” roared a famil- 
iar voice behind them, and the huge Re- 
negade GoBot turned round to see Turbo 
zooming towards them shooting power 
beams from both his arms. One of the 
beams shattered the glass in Psycho's 
head, whilst the other burnt out the wires 
and circuits in his legs and, with sparks 
flying from his broken circuits, he toppled 
to the ground. 

“Quick,” shouted Turbo to his three 
Earth friends as they scrambled from in- 
side the smashed GoBot. “We have no 
time to lose. Climb inside and you will be 
protected from the effects of the 
Astrobeam. Scooter has it fixed to take us 
back to Earth in ten seconds.” 

Matt, A. J. and Nick sprinted across to 
where Turbo had metamorphosed into a 
motor car, and was waiting with his door 
open. No sooner had they scrambled in- 
side than a beam of white light came out 
of the sky towards them and Turbo was 
drawn up into the Astrobeam. 

“You got here just in time, Turbo,” said 
Matt as the whirling patterns of hyper- 
space rushed past the windows. “Pyscho 
was going to ambush the Guardians’ 
ship.” 

“| know,” said Turbo, as they suddenly 
materialised aboard Thruster. “Leader-1 
sent Scooter to follow you when you got 
the message from Commander Hender- 
son this morning. He thought it might be 
a trap.” 

“That's right,” said Scooter, stepping 
cheerily out from behind the Astrobeam's 
controls. “I saw Doctor Braxis and Loco 
capture you and | followed them. | heard 
Cy-Kill say he was going to send you to 
GoBotron. After you'd gone | heard him 
say why he was sending you there. We 
knew the only way to get there in time to 
save you was by using the Astrobeam.” 

“But how did you get aboard Thrus- 
ter?” asked Matt as Turbo and Scooter 
hurried out of the Renegades’ spaceship 
and into the desert. 

“The Renegades couldn’t stop us,” said 
Scooter. “Leader-1 has Cy-Kill, Crasher, 
and Cop-Tur trapped inside his force- 
field.” 

“INSIDE his forcefield,” said Matt in 


surprise. “I'd rather be locked in a room- 
ful of hungry hyenas than be trapped in- 
side a forcefield with those three.” 

“It was the only way to keep them away 
from Thruster whilst we used the 
Astrobeam,” said Turbo, letting them out 
on aclifftop, then changing into his GoBot 
form and flying off beside Scooter. On the 
plain beneath them, Cy-Kill and Leader-1 
were locked together in a battering, clat- 
tering battle that brought bright bolts of 
energy flashing from the circuits in their 
metal bodies, whilst Crasher and Cop-Tur 
smashed furiously at Leader-1's forcefield 
as they struggled to escape. 

As soon as Turbo and Scooter arrived 
to help Leader-1, a ferocious GoBot fight 
commenced, full of bumps and jet jumps, 
quakes and shakes, racing and chasing, 
bashing and crashing, until finally, the 
three evil Renegades fled for the safety of 
Thruster and took off. 

“I'm glad to see that you three are 
safe,” said Leader-1 landing beside Matt 
and the two space cadets. “How did you 
enjoy your visit to GoBotron?” 

“Too short,” said Nick. 

“Scary,” said A. J. 

“| guess it’s a good place to go if you 
want a green suntan,” said Matt. 
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You have a message for MATT HUNTER which is vital 
to the Guardians’ cause. However, you have only four 
minutes to get the message through and the Re- 
negades are going to do all they can to stop you. You 
move by throwing a die. Move forward if you throw a 
two, three, four, or a six. Move backwards if you 
throw a one or a five. Add an extra two minutes to 
your time limit for every extra player. So, find a die, 
set your clock, and see whether you can get the mes- 
sage through to Matt in time. 
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When Hans-cuff and Turbo caught 
Crasher and the Buggy Man trying to 
wreck a power plant close to the seaside, 
Turbo took off after Crasher, whilst Hans 
chased the Buggy Man over bumpy tracks 
and rickety bridges to the seashore. The 
Buggy Man's big tyres threw chunks of 
grass, dust and mud over Hans’ wind- 
screen as they roared over sand dunes 
and muddy marshes, and they stopped 
him from seeing Geeper Creeper as he 
came speeding out from behind a rock 
and rammed into Hans’ side. The police 
car GoBot rolled off the road and landed 
with a splash in the marsh mud. As his 
smooth road tyres spun faster and faster 
as he tried to fight free, Hans saw that 
Doctor Braxis was sitting in the jeep. 
“Go on, you gullible GoBotronic gar- 
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OF THE BEAMS 


bage pail,” laughed Doctor Braxis in 
scorn as he aimed Geeper Creeper’s gun 
at Hans. “Spin your weedy little wheels. 
Sound your stupid siren. None of it can 
save you. You’re cornered, Cuff. Stuck 
forever!” 

“It takes more than a splash in a little 
mud to stop me,” Hans shouted back as 
he started to unfold his GoBot form. As he 
did so, a burst of laser light shot from 
Geeper Creeper's gun, and the bright bolt 
of energy hit Hans and exploded into 
orange sparks which fizzled and crackled 
across the joints in his body. When they 
had finally faded away, Hans found that a 
strange thing had happened. However 
hard he tried to turn his metal and plastic 
parts inside out, they wouldn't budge. He 
was stuck! Half GoBot, half car, he slowly 


started to sink into the quicksand. 

“Our new Freezer Beam has worked 
perfectly, Creeper,” laughed the power 
crazed scientist in triumph as the two 


GoBad GoBots sped away. “Goodbye, 
hopeless, hideous, helpless, horrible 
Hans; the bombardment of ionised par- 
ticles has frozen you forever, and soon 
the swamp waters will have swallowed 
you up.” 

With his loose wheels still spinning 
furiously, Hans saw the black mud slowly 
slide up over his eyes. Then, suddenly, 
when it seemed that Hans-Cuff would be 
sunk forever beneath the black slime, Tur- 
bo roared around the corner of a cliff, flew 
off the rickety bridge he was crossing, 
changed into his GoBotronic form in mid 
air, and grabbed hold of Hans’ GoBotic 


grab just before it slipped beneath the 
surface of the mud. Then, with the jet 
thrusts in his feet roaring at full blast, he 
pulled his fellow Guardian free. 

When Turbo got back to the Command 
Centre with the half changed Hans, he 
found that the police car GoBot wasn’t the 
only Guardian who'd been damaged by 
the Doctor’s freezer beam. Royal-T had 
been hit by a similar beam in a sky fight 
with Fitor, and Road Ranger had had to 
bring him back to the Command Centre 
on his trailer. Dozer and Dumper had both 
been frozen into their Earth shapes by an 
attack from Cop-Tur and were too far 
from the Command Centre to be able to 
get back in time to be of any help; and, 
most worring of all for the Guardians, 
Leader-1 was missing. 

“Command computer predicts trou- 
ble,” said Scooter to Turbo as they hosed 
the mud off the strange, frozen form of 
Hans-Cuff. “Even worse than the trouble 
we're in already. Once the computer's 
come up with the design, | can build a 
reversal beam to free Hans. Until then, 
with Spay-C still on his way back from 
GoBotron, it’s just you, me, and Road 
Ranger against the Renegades.” 

“Where's Rest-Q?” asked Matt. 

“We lost contact with Leader-1 when he 
found Cy-Kill trying to blast a hole in the 
wall of the city reservoir and chased him 
off. Rest-Q has gone to see what he can 
find out about it.” 

Suddenly the Command Centre buzzed 
an alarm signal on the VDU and Scooter 
went to see what was the matter. When 
he returned to where Matt and Turbo 
were standing, the smallest of the GoBots 
was frowning. 

“The computer says we've lost contact 
with Rest-Q as well,” said Scooter. 
“Those Renegades must be planning 
something nasty.” 

“Turbo, let's go and find A. J. and 
Nick,” said Matt. “Whatever those mad 
machines have up their metal sleeve, 
they're not going to get away with it with- 
out a fight.” 
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Half an hour later, one of the NASA 
base guards waved a car through the en- 
trance gates. The car contained two men 
in thick whiskers, and a young woman. 
The computer check the guard had run on 
them had said the two men were space 
scientists and the young girl was their 
assistant. Scooter had tricked the compu- 
ter at the gate into telling the guard that. 
The car was really Turbo, the two men 
were Matt and Nick Burns, and the young 
woman was A. J. Foster. 

Once they were inside the base, Matt 
and the two space cadets hurried in their 
disguises to the door of Doctor Braxis’ 
laboratory. Scooter had given Matt a 


GoBotronic master key beam, and the 
locked door opened without setting off an 
alarm. Nick and A. J. went to work on the 
Doctor's computer immediately. Matt 
stood watch at the window. 

“Looks like we've got something,” ex- 
claimed Nick suddenly; “come and take a 
look at this, Matt.” 

Matt hurried across to the computer 
screens where A. J. and Nick were work- 
ing. On the screens were rows of columns 
and figures. Matt looked at them blankly 
and asked the two space cadets what they 
meant. Nick pressed a series of buttons 
and keys and the figures were replaced by 
a multicoloured map of the world. 

“It's a weather map,” explained A. J. “It 
comes from the experimental weather 
control satellite. It’s an old NASA project 
and it looks like Doctor Braxis has been 
working on it in secret.” 

“And from the data on his computers 
here, it seems like he’s worked out a 
system of weather control,” said Nick. 
“Which means Scooter’s computer was 
right. We're in big trouble.” 

“Then let's get Turbo to take us back to 
the Command Centre and see what we 
can do about finding that madman and 
his mean machines before they do any 
harm,” said Matt. 

When they got back to the Command 
Centre they found that Scooter and his 
computer had been busy. The computer 
had come up with a design for a reversal 
ray that would unfreeze the frozen Guar- 
dians, and Scooter had used his laser 
welding bolts to construct it. Hans-Cuff 
was his old self once more and gave them 
a wail on his siren to prove it. Royal-T had 
taken off to locate Dozer and Dumper and 
free them from their Earth forms. There 
was still no word from Rest-Q and Leader- 
ih 

“I've an idea how we can find them,” 
said Nick. “Scooter, let’s you, me and 
your computer go to work for a while. 
With the information from Doctor Braxis’ 
weather satellite and the locations of the 
last Renegades’ attacks, we should be 
able to locate where they’ve hidden 
Thruster.” 


The Renegades had hidden Thruster in 
a disused quarry in the mountains. On the 
quarry floor, frozen in between their Earth 


shape and their GoBotronic shape were 
Leader-1 and Rest-O. The sleek, feline 
form of Crasher was roaring around 
them, ramming and slamming them as 
they lay helpless. 

“Snarl their circuits and crunch their 
coils,” she crooned to herself as she 
smashed and bashed at the two Guar- 
dians. “Take a last look, you frozen 
failures! See how our friend Doctor Braxis 
controls the weather on this pitiful planet. 
You have lost, Leader-1.” 

Up on top of the quarry cliff, Doctor 
Braxis was working the controls of a com- 
munication beam that linked up with his 
weather satellite. From there, streams of 
charged electrons could be sent back 
down to the Earth to wreck the regular 
weather patterns. 

“See, Cy-Kill,” cackled Doctor Braxis to 
the Renegade leader, who stood at his 
shoulder looking at the map of the world 
on the communication screen in front of 
him. “Already our plan is working. We 
have storms in seas that should be peace- 
ful. Soon we shall make sunshine to melt 
the mountain snows and flood the valleys 


beneath them. When the Earth's govern- 
ments see how powerful we are, they will 
have to surrender.” 

“That's what you think, Doctor Doom,” 
shouted Matt as Turbo came skidding up 
the quarry road with Matt inside. 

“Cop-Tur,” shrieked Cy-Kill in rage, 
“fire your freezer beam at this foolhardy 
four wheeled intruder. Since he likes the 
shape of a motorcar he can stay one 
forever.” 

Cop-Tur went skimming up into the air 
from the quarry, but, as he aimed his 
freezer beam at Turbo, Royal-T came 
zooming in low over the treetops and hit 
his rotors with a GoBotronic power beam 
that sent him diving back down into the 
quarry in a crash landing. With a furious 
hiss, Crasher turned away from the help- 
less shapes of Leader-1 and Rest-Q and 
pushed the damaged Cop-Tur back into 
Thruster. As she did so, Scooter came 
flying over the edge of the quarry from 
the other side and fired a blast from the 
reversal beam at Leader-1 and Rest-Q. Im- 
mediately both to them changed into their 
GoBot shapes. 
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“What kept you so long, friends?” 
asked Leader-1 as he jetted upwards and 
smashed into Cy-Kill. The leader of the 
GoBad GoBots was sent rolling down the 
slope on his shoulder wheels by the force 
of the blow and Doctor Braxis cringed in 
terror in front of the huge shape of 
Leader-1. Then the Guardians’ leader 


smashed down a mighty GoBotic arm on 
the power-crazed scientist's communica- 
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tor beam and it exploded in a cloud of 
smoke and sparks. 

The battle between the Guardian 
GoBots and their Renegade enemies 
raged all around the quarry. Fitor and 
Royal-T chased across the sky above in an 
air fight. This time, without the freezer 
beam to help him, Fitor was no match for 
the Harrier and fled for the safety of 
Thruster. Scooter saw Crasher speeding 
from Thruster’s open hatchway to attack 
him, but before she could do so, she was 
half buried in boulders that were shoved 
down on her from the clifftop by Dumper 
and Dozer. Rest-O had chased Loco along 
the old quarry railway line into a tunnel 
and was about to bring its roof in with a 
blast from his powerbeam when all the 
Guardians were signalled to break off the 
fight by Leader-1. 

“Road Ranger has reported distress sig- 
nals from a cruise liner in trouble off the 
French coast. We must go to help before 
the passengers come to any harm.” 

Whilst the rest of the Guardians sped 
back to the Command Centre, Royal-T, 
Leader-1, and Hans-Cuff, flew low over 
the waves at supersonic speeds in their 
GoBotronic shapes. When they reached 
the liner they saw that the fierce winds 
that Doctor Braxis’ weather satellite had 
caused were blowing the liner closer and 
closer to the rows of black, jagged rocks. 
The three GoBots dived headfirst beneath 
the waves and skimmed along through 
the water in a blur of foaming bubbles. 
Then, reaching the liner, they clamped 
their GoBotic grabs to the ship’s hull and 
used their awesome strength to slowly 
pull the ship from danger. On deck, the 
liner’s passengers were still cheering with 
relief as three dark shapes sped away 
from them underwater. 

Once they were out of sight of the ship, 
the three Guardian GoBots burst out from 
beneath the waves and soared up into the 
air. As they sped back to the Command 
Centre, Hans-Cuff said that he was think- 
ing of swapping his Earth shape for some- 
thing different. 

“Why?” asked Leader-1. 

“| seem to have spent so much time 
underwater today,” said Hans, “that | 
think | should change myself into a sub- 
marine.” 


DESIGN DATA III 


THE ELEPHANT 


This huge grey creature is 
comparable in size, weight 
and strength to the GoBots of 
GoBotron. It is rumoured 
amongst humans that its 
memory circuits are as 
powerful as our own 
computer-assisted memory 
banks. It is equipped with a 
long nose-tentacle known as a 
trunk with which it can hose 
itself down when hot, or pull 
up plants when hungry. 
Elephants are frequently kept 
by humans in zoos and 
circuses where they are 
capable of surprising acts of 
balance such as walking on 
balls. In zoos their trunks are 
often used to steal 
sandwiches and buns or 
squirt water on the humans 
who are watching them. 


THE FLEA 


Like the elephant, the flea is 
normally coloured grey. 
However they are much 
smaller than elephants and 
spend most of their lives 
living in the fur of creatures 
larger than themselves. For 
their size, fleas are 
enormously strong. They 
have hard, armour-plated 
shells capable of withstanding 
great pressures, a ferocious 
bite, and legs as powerful as a 
GoBotronic jet thrust. A full 
grown flea, which is only five 
millimetres long, can jump 
twenty five centimetres in the 
air — more than fifty times its 
own height. Another feature 
they have in common with 
elephants is that humans keep 
them to appear in circuses 
where they perform feats of 
balancing and strength. 


THE WHALE 


Bigger than any form of 
GoBotronic life, whales come 
in all sizes, all of them 
enormous. They are 
intelligent, air-breathing 
mammals that live in the sea 
like fish and breathe through 
blow holes set in the tops of 
their heads. The largest 
whales are known as Blue 
Whales and are larger, 
heavier, and capable of 
withstanding far greater 
underwater pressures than 
either the Guardians’ 
Command Centre or Thruster. 
Despite their size, whales are 
gentle, peaceful creatures 
with few enemies. The 
greatest threat to whales are 
the human beings who 
continue to hunt and kill them. 


In the Renegades’ vast underground 
headquarters on GoBotron, Herr-Fiend 
and Psycho loaded the black lead box and 
its deadly contents into the matter trans- 
porter. A strange, humming glow seemed 
to hover around the box and then it dis- 
appeared. Moments later the box sudden- 
ly materialised thousands of light years 
away aboard Thruster, where Cy-Kill, 
Crasher, Cop-Tur, and their treacherous 
human ally Doctor Braxis were waiting 
impatiently for the latest recruits in their 
war to conquer the Earth. 

“My little brain-sucking beauties are 
here at last!” crooned the megalomaniac 
GoBot as he pulled the black box out of 
the Astrobeam. “Inside this box are five 
smaller boxes. And each contains one of 
the deadliest creatures ever to have set 
foot upon your Earth. Only five, Doctor 
Braxis! But make no mistake, these five 
shall destroy your human civilisation 
utterly and completely. When they have 
finished their foul work, your brother hu- 
mans will have been reduced to a race of 
slaves. Welcome the Exploding Toads of 
Primus to your doomed world, my dear 
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Doctor. For within seven days they will 
have destroyed it.” 

“But how can five small toads destroy a 
world?” asked Doctor Braxis in disbelief 
as he reached for the edge of the box to 
peer inside. 

“Fool!” shrieked Cy-Kill and dashed his 
hand away from the box. “Do not gaze on 
the Exploding Toads if you value your 
life! These creatures may look like ordin- 
ary toads to an ignorant human like your- 
self but they possess a power too awe- 
some for your feeble flesh and blood 
brains to comprehend. Once there was a 
simple civilisation such as yours on Pri- 
mus. The toads have wiped it out. Just as 
they shall do to the human civilisation 
here on Earth.” 

“But how?” asked Doctor Braxis, back- 
ing nervously away from the box. 

“By their greed, Doctor Braxis! For 
although the Exploding Toad of Primus is 
itself an ignorant creature, it feeds on the 
brainwaves of others. lt can absorb the 
energy from any brain within a radius of a 
half mile. The toads grow larger and lar- 
ger on the mental energy that they have 


stolen, whilst the creatures from whom 
they have stolen it become more and 
more stupid. Eventually, when it has 
swallowed up every last thought, every 
last idea, every last tickle and itch in its 
victims’ brains, the toad explodes! And all 
the knowledge it has stolen is lost 
forever.” 

“But why do the toads destroy them- 
selves?” asked Braxis. 

“Not destroy, Doctor,” purred Crasher 
as she ran one of her GoBotronic grabs 
tenderly across the surface of the box, 
“but recreate. Each toad explodes into 
countless tiny pieces which are scattered 
far and wide. And each tiny piece becom- 
es another tiny toad, each one as hungry 
for brainwaves as the creature from 
which it came. Soon they will have 
emptied every human brain on this puny, 
pitiful, pathetic planet of yours. Then we 
can begin the task of filling them.” 

“And we shall fill them with thoughts of 
chaos and destruction, of hatred for 
Leader-1 and his wretched Guardians. 
Every last human on Earth shall learn 
loyalty and obedience to none other than 
|, Ruler of the Renegades and greatest of 
all the GoBots,” shouted the crazed Cy- 
Kill as he stamped a metal foot down onto 
the floor of Thruster in triumph. 

“But Cy-Kill,” interrupted Doctor Braxis 
nervously, “if the toads can steal the ener- 
gy from every flesh and blood brain on 
the planet, then what's going to happen 
to me?” 

“You need not fear, my timid, treacher- 
ous friend,” laughed the evil GoBot. 
“Once the Exploding Toads of Primus be- 
gin their foul work you may seek safety 
here with us on board Thruster. Cy-Kill 
shall not forget his friends, however fee- 
ble and fearful they may be. Once your 
fellow earth men are subjugated, you 
may rule over them alongside me. Five 
toads for the five continents of Earth! Let 
us make haste!” 

Within an hour, the Renegade GoBots 
on Earth had assembled above Thruster, 
and Cy-Kill had given them their instruc- 
tions. Doctor Braxis was sent back to the 
NASA base and told to wait until he was 
contacted there. However, fears kept 
rushing through the Doctor’s warped 
brain. What if Cy-Kill had lied? What if he, 


Doctor Braxis — the most brilliant scien- 
tist on Earth — was to be made a slave 
along with the rest of the human race? 
Eventually Doctor Braxis’ worries be- 
came so great that he decided to return to 
Thruster and wait there until the Re- 
negades returned from their mission. 
However, as he drove away from the 
space base he paid no attention to the 
huge truck with the space shuttle on its 
trailer that was following behind him. If 
he had done, he would have realised that 
the Renegades’ plan had been dis- 
covered. For the Council of Guardians’ 
spies on GoBotron had followed Psycho 
and Herr-Fiend and sent word of their 
activities to the Command Centre on 
Earth. Immediately, Leader-1 had sent 
Road Ranger and Spay-C to the NASA 
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base in their Earth disguises. Now they 
were following Doctor Braxis. 

Doctor Braxis heard the sound of whirl- 
ing, twisting metal behind him and turned 
round to see the GoBotic shape of Spay-C 
leaping from Road Ranger's trailer. The 
huge Guardian GoBot swooped down, 
snatched up the doctor's car under one 
arm, and then jetted up into the air. As 
they climbed higher and higher, Doctor 
Braxis’ hands and face pressed against 
the window of the car and he shrieked in 
terror that Spay-C should put him down. 

“If that’s what you want, Doctor Bra- 
xis,” said Spay-C and let go of the car. It 
fell back down towards the ground, faster 
and faster, whilst Doctor Braxis waggled 
fearfully at the steering wheel. Then, 
when the car was about thirty feet from 
the ground, Leader-1 zoomed out from 
behind a cliff and caught the car in his 
outstretched arms. He carried it over 
some trees and then put it down gently in 
a clearing, close to Matt’s cabin, where 
Matt, A. J., Nick, Scooter and Turbo were 
waiting in front of the huge crane which 
was the Guardians’ Command Centre. On 
the ground in front of them was a small 
black box. 

When Doctor Braxis got out of the car 
he saw that the two space cadets and 
their captain were laughing at him. 

"You may be laughing now, Hunter,” 
he snarled as he tried to stop his knees 
from knocking together, “but soon you 
and everyone else on this planet will be 
slaves to me and the mighty Cy-Kill. You 
will learn to obey me.” 

“That'll be the day,” said Nick. “You 
see, we've found out about Cy-Kill's plan 
to let loose the Exploding Toads and 
we're going to stop it.” 

"You're already too late,” laughed Doc- 
tor Braxis scornfully. 

“No we're not,” said Turbo. “I've 
already snarled the Wicked Witch's cir- 
cuits and rescued one of the toads. We 
intend to send it back to Primus where it 
can do no harm. Now we need your help 
to capture the other four.” 

“Never!” spat the power-mad scientist. 
“You think | would side with the Guar- 
dians when Cy-Kill has promised me 
more power than your pitiful minds can 
even imagine?” 
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“All right,” piped up Scooter cheerfully, 
“you three guys take shelter in the Com- 
mand Centre. I’ve got some mean medi- 
cine in this box for the Doctor.” 

“Wha... wha... what is it?” asked 
Braxis beginning to swallow. 

“Just one of the Exploding Toads of 
Primus,” said Scooter, picking up the box 
and walking towards Doctor Braxis with 
it. “Now, you better tell us where your 
Renegade friends have taken the other 
four.” 

Doctor Braxis remained silent and 
Scooter began to open the box. A low, 
croaking sound came from inside the 
open lid. 

“All right, lIl tell you,” said Braxis in 
alarm. “Just close the lid before the 
hideous thing gets out and damages my 
precious intelligence. The Renegades are 


going to release the other toads in New 
York, London, Peking, and Sydney. There 
was a toad for each continent.” 

“Thank you, Doctor,” said Scooter with 
a broad grin. “Now, Africa is a big place. 
Where was Crasher going to release her 
toad?” 

“Bu... bu... but | thought you said 
you already had Crasher's toad,” said the 
Doctor in confusion. Suddenly his face 
twisted up in fury and his fists clenched in 
rage. “You have told me foul, cheating 
lies, haven't you?” he demanded. “You 
have tried to trick me. You have no toad. 
Only a box that makes a noise. Very clev- 
er. But not clever enough! Even one ex- 
ploding toad will destroy you all. You 
have failed. Soon | shall. ...” 

His voice suddenly trailed off as Scoo- 
ter opened the box and brought out a 
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small, horrible looking brown toad. Hold- 
ing it gently in his GoBotic grab he rushed 
towards the doctor and put it on the 
ground in front of him. “No! Please!” Bra- 
xis managed to gasp in a terrified whis- 
per. “Crasher was going to Egypt. Now 
please... before my brilliant brain is des- 
troyed... you must... please... .” 

Once again his voice trailed off and his 
face went white as he looked down at the 
toad on the ground at his feet. The toad 
looked up at him and swallowed. 

“GRRRRRROIK,” said the toad and Doc- 
tor Braxis fainted. 

“All right, Guardians,” said Leader-1, 
"let's get after those Renegade GoBots.” 
And with the two space cadets and Matt 
squeezed into Leader-1's cockpit, the 
three GoBots set off to alert their fellow 
Guardians to the danger. 


Fitor skimmed low over the green fields 
of England. Then, seeing the silhouette of 
London landmarks ahead of him, he 
soared up into the air to drop the box 
containing the deadly alien toad down 
into the crowded streets. As he did so, he 
heard Royal-T's cheery voice coming to 
him over his transmitter and receiver. 

“Thanks, old man,” said the GoBotronic 
Harrier as he swooped down to catch the 
falling box. “That's the second load I've 
caught today. | bagged the first over New 
York on the flight over here.” 

Fitor turned as tightly as he could to set 
off in pursuit, but Royal-T, with his superb 
manoeuvrability, was already gone. 

Meanwhile, in Peking, it was night time. 
Geeper Creeper was parked down a side- 
street just about to change shape and let 
loose the toad he carried in the box on his 
seat when a dumper truck reversed into 
one end of the street and a bulldozer into 
the other. Geeper Creeper’s GoBotronic 
sensors immediately told him it was 
Dumper and Dozer and as they rushed at 
him from either end of the street he 
changed into his GoBotic form as quickly 
as he could. The three of them collided 
with a mighty smash, the box flew up into 
the air, Dozer grabbed it and flew off, and 
Geeper Creeper tried to give chase with 
Dumper clamped to his foot. By the time 
the windows started to open and curious 
heads peer out, the street was empty 
again. 


It was night time, too, in Australia. Cy- 
Kill was driving around the City of Sydney 
wondering which would be the best place 
to release his toad, when he heard a 
police car in pursuit. He looked round to 
see Hans-Cuff two blocks behind him and, 
as he did so, Turbo skidded out of a side 
road, knocked him flat, picked up the box 
and took off.low, zooming out under the 
bridge and over the harbour. 

Meanwhile Crasher had put the box 
containing the last of the Exploding Toads 
of Primus down at a busy crossroads in 
Cairo. Traffic was snarled up everywhere 
and a large crowd had gathered to see the 
strange sight of an empty sports-car 
rushing round in circles without a driver. 

“Come closer, fools,” she purred to her- 
self as the crowd grew larger. “When | 
trash and smash and bash the box then 
the toad shall swallow your curiosity 
forever!” 

“Don’t you ever get tired, you GoBotro- 
nic Griselda?” asked a voice. 

“Hunter!” snarled Crasher, and her 
wheels squealed as she turned to face 
Matt, who was looking at her from the 
crowd. As she turned, Nick came out of 
the crowd on Scooter and snatched up 


the box. By the time that Crasher realised 
what was happening, Scooter had begun 
to weave through narrow gaps in the 
crowd and, by the time she had turned 
round again, they were gone. And by the 
time that Crasher had managed to make 
her ill-tempered way through the crowd 
without anyone discovering she was not 
merely some stupid, primitive racing car 
but Crasher, the most powerful witch on 
all GoBotron, who would soon rule over 
all of them, Scooter had carried Matt, 
Nick, and the box safely back to where 
Leader-1 and A. J. were waiting for them 
at the airfield. 

By the time that they got back to the 
Command Centre, Doctor Braxis was 
gone. The toad was still there. As the 
black boxes were loaded aboard Spay-C, 
whom Scooter and his computer were 
programming for a flight to Primus, A. J. 
bent forward and picked it up with a 
smile. 

“Who would have thought it?” she said, 
stroking the back of its bumpy neck with a 
finger. “A man as smart as Doctor Braxis 
being frightened of a friendly old garden 
toad like you.” 
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THE MAG WEO COIRE 
INHESBEENLIE 


Germany, but whichis known Henry Ford Il said the car 
affectionately by the people of wasn't ‘worth a damn’, whilst 
the English-speaking world as a spokesman for the British 


The Guardians and 
Renegades of GoBotron have 
chosen various vehicles as 


disguises to wage their war 
here on the Earth. Spay-C is 
modelled like a NASA shuttle, 
Cop-Tur has taken the shape 
of a helicopter, whilst Leader- 
1, Royal-T and Fitor have the 
power to change into fighter 
planes whenever they want. 

Land vehicles can be as 
strong as Dozer or Dumper, as 
adaptable as The Buggy Man 
or the Jeeper Creeper, or as 
mean a motorcycle as Cy-Kill. 
However, the Renegades have 
amongst their chosen 
disguises four models of 
motorcar whose original 
inspiration is one man. The 
Renegades are Psycho, Baron 
von Joy, Herr-Fiend, and 
Crasher, and the man who is 
responsible for the motorcar 
designs they have chosen as 
their disguise was a German 
scientist and auto engineer, 
Ferdinand Porsche. 

Porsche was born in 1875, 
and by the turn of the century 
he had already designed the 
mixed-drive motorcar engine 
in which the petrol engine, 
drove a generator. The 
generator provided the power 
for four electric motors in the 
hubs of the wheels. 

In the 1930s he designed 
racing cars for the Auto Union 
company, and their success 
during this period led the 
dictator Adolf Hitler to order 
him to produce a cheap, 
efficient motorcar that could 
be swiftly and simply mass 
produced. The result was the 
Volkswagen, which means 
‘People’s Car’ in its native 
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‘The Beetle’. 

Although the design was 
completed before the Second 
World War, it was not until 
1945 that serious production 
ofthe car for civilian purposes 
began atthe Wolfsburg plant. 
The first reactions ofthe 
motor industry to the sloping 
bonnet, air-cooled rear 
engine, and plain interior 
were far from enthusiastic. 


motor industry, when offered 
the Wolfsburg plant as part 
payment of Germany’s war 
debt, announced thatthe car 
‘failed to meet the basic 
design standards of the 
industry’. Now, forty years on, 
and with an alcohol driven 
version of the car still in 
production in Brazil, the 
Beetle has proved its early 
critics wrong. 


The simplicity of the car's 
construction meant that its 
reliability and sturdiness were 
to become legendary. The 
car's reliability also meant 
that few changes were 
needed to the original design; 
the most fundamental ones 
being the introduction of a 
single rear window, hydraulic 
brakes, and syncromesh on all 
the gears. 

By 1955 a quarter of a 
million VWs had been made, 
and by 1961 this figure had 
reached five million. In 1972 
the Beetle passed the record 
fifteen million sales figure of 


the model T Ford, whilst, by 
1981, more than twenty 
million Volkswagens had 
rolled off assembly lines in 
countries as far afield as 
Australia, Mexico and South 
Africa. With that many other 
Beetles in the world, no 
wonder Psycho finds the 
Volkswagen such a good 
disguise! 

With the success of his 
‘People’s Car’, Ferdinand 
Porsche — who was paid one 
deutschmark commission on 
each Volkswagen sold — 
opened up his own workshop 
and factory and began to 


produce motorcars bearing 
his own name. The Porsche 
range of sports cars and 
racing cars has since assured 
that that name will never be 
forgotten. The design of the 
Porsche 356, the first Porsche 
sports car to be made, was 
similar in basic principle to 
the Volkswagen; however the 
car was fitted with a larger 
engine, more sophisticated 
gearbox and braking system, 
and was more luxuriously 
fitted inside. Its success led to 
different models of Porsche 
being manufactured 
throughout the next thirty odd 
years, including the three that 
the Renegade GoBots have 
taken as their Earth disguises, 
for Crasher has assumed the 
shape of a Porsche racing 
Spyder, one of the most 
successful of competitors in 
sports car racing over the last 
twenty years, whilst Baron 
Von Joy and Herr Fiend have 
chosen as their Earth shapes 
the Porsche 930 and the 
Porsche 928, both amongst 
the most popular and the 
swiftest of modern sports cars 
designed for use on the road. 

The 928 is fitted with pop- 
up lights, and is powered by a 
giant V8 aluminium engine, 
capable of generating 300 
BHP and propelling the car at 
almost one hundred and sixty 
miles an hour. Perhaps that's 
why the Renegade GoBots 
have chosen them for their 
disguises; with that kind of 
horsepower you can get away 
from mischief pretty quickly! 

Four GoBots and four 
different cars, each in its own 
way a motoring marvel, and 
each one either designed or 
inspired by the man whom 
the racing driver Jackie Ickx 
once described as the Albert 
Einstein of automobile 
engineering, Ferdinand 
Porsche. 
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A tremendous battle of the GoBots had 
been going on in the mountains for two 
days now. Both sides had suffered heavy 
damage. Fitor and Tank had to be carried 
back to Thruster for repairs. The Guar- 
dians had lost Dumper, Spay-C, and Rest- 
Q, all three of whom were now being re- 
paired back in the Command Centre. 
“Smash, bash, trash, and crash,” shril- 
led Crasher as she raced across the 
treetops in her GoBotronic shape, send- 
ing power beams down into the fight that 
raged through the forest. “This time the 
fight shall be to the finish and the hated 
Guardians will be defeated forever.” 
“Not by you, you rotten Renegade,” 
shouted Turbo, racing over the edge of a 
cliff in his Earth form and smashing into 
the wicked witch of GoBotron in mid air. 


56 


The two Gobots fell down through the 
forest trees and landed with a great, 
thundering, dusty crash on the ground. 
The evil GoBot queen hissed with rage 


and sent power beams splintering 
through the trees after Turbo as he raced 
away to help Scooter. 

Scooter was under attack by the two 
Renegade pals The Buggy Man and Geep- 
er Creeper: they had him trapped on an 
island in the middle of a lake. Scooter's 
power packs were running low and the 
two GoBad GoBots were sending streams 
of energy beams over to his hiding place. 
Scooter ducked and weaved as he whizz- 
ed from rock to rock to avoid the blasts. 

“We've got you trapped, you stupid lit- 
tle Scooter,” shouted The Buggy Man 
from the shore. “Surrender now before 


we sizzle all your circuits!” 

“You're not going to sizzle anyone’s cir- 
cuits,” Turbo yelled as he came skidding 
sideways out of the trees and knocked 
Geeper Creeper and the Buggy Man over 
into the waters of the lake. Before they 
could fight their way back to the surface, 
Turbo had jetted across the waters of the 
lake to the island and picked up Scooter. 

“Thanks!” gasped Scooter with a smile. 
“A little GoBot like me runs out of energy 
quickly in a fight like this. You had better 
take me back to the Command Centre for 
a recharge.” 

“Okay, Scooter, hang on tight,” said 
Turbo as he sped away from the battle 
towards the Guardian's base. 

Back at the Guardian’s Control Centre, 
Matt, A. J. Foster, and Nick Burns were 
busy repairing the damage that the fight- 
ing had caused their friends from GoBot- 
ron. Matt asked Turbo how the battle was 
going as he helped refit Rest-Q's wiring 
circuits. 

“Fast and furious,” said Turbo as he 
plugged Scooter into the Command Cen- 
tre’s energy generator and switched on 
the power input. 

“Then you better get back there and 


make sure it’s the good guys who win,” 
said Matt with a grin, as Turbo jetted up 
into the air. 

“It sounds like the Gobots are having 
the biggest battle they’ve ever had!” said 
Nick, as he finished fitting Dumper with a 
new wheel. 

Nick was right. The battle that was 
going on across the mountain ridges from 
where they were waiting was the fiercest 
since the GoBotronic warriors had come 
to the Earth. And through the smoke and 
sparks and fires it seemed that the Guar- 
dians were getting the upper hand. 
Advancing slowly through the flaming 
trees, Leader-1, Royal-T, Hans-Cuff and 
Dozer were gradually driving the Re- 
negades back towards Thruster. 

Nevertheless, Leader-1 was worried. 
Sometime during the fighting, Cy-Kill had 
disappeared. And Leader-1 was certain 
that the megalomaniac Renegade must 


be up to no good. As Turbo returned to 
join the fighting, Leader-1 told him to take 
command and took off in search of his 
arch enemy. 

He flew to and fro across the mountain 
valleys and lakes with his GoBotronic sen- 
sors scanning the ground for signals, but 
he could find no sign of the Renegade. 

Leader-1 decided to return to the Com- 
mand Centre to see how his Earth friends 
were managing the repairs on the dam- 
aged Guardians. When he got there he 
found out just what the treacherous Cy- 
Kill had been doing, for the ground 
around the Command Centre was still 


smoking from the battle, and Nick Burns 
was lying unconscious beneath the dam- 
aged Dumper. Leader-1 gave him a quick 
burst from a GoBotronic reviver beam 
and the young space cadet opened his 
eyes and told him what had happened. 

“We didn't have a chance, Leader-1," 
said Nick. “We were still repairing Rest-Q, 
Dumper and Spay-C when Cy-Kill attack- 
ed us. He had Cop-Tur with him. He's 
taken Matt and A. J. away with him. | 
heard him say he had a plan to finish us 
all off for good. Then everything went 
black. l'm sorry, Leader-1, | tried to...” 

“You did the best you could,” said 
Leader-1, “but what good would three 
damaged GoBots and three humans be 
against Cy-Kill and Cop-Tur?” 

“Do you want me to repair them?” 
asked Nick, pointing at Spay-C, Rest-O 
and Dumper. 

“No,” said Leader-1, “they can wait un- 
til the fight is finished. Until then you bet- 
ter come with me. We must find your 
friends.” 

Nick climbed into Leader-1’s cockpit 
and the Guardian’s commander took off 
once more for the battle. When he got 
there he found that his fellow Guardians 
had chased all the remaining Renegades 
aboard Thruster. The spaceship's huge 
rocket motors were being prepared for 
blast off as the surrounding Guardians 
fired away at it with bolts from their pow- 
er beams. Then, with a great roar that 
rolled in echoing waves around the hill- 
sides, Thruster jetted upward into the sky 
and was gone. 

“You think they've taken Matt and A. J. 
with them?” Nick asked anxiously. 

“| don't think so,” said Leader-1. “Cy- 
Kill and Cop-Tur couldn't have got back to 
their ship without the other Guardians 
noticing. Those two GoBad GoBots are 
hiding out in these hills somewhere, and 
they've got your friends with them.” 

“How right you are, you dismal do 
gooder!” shrilled a voice behind them, 
and the Guardians turned around to see 
Cy-Kill standing on a clifftop above them, 
whilst hovering in the air beside him was 
Cop-Tur. And dangling on a wire beneath 
him were Matt Hunter and A. J. Foster. 
“Now, do exactly as | say, gullible Guar- 
dians. Grovel before me and the lives of 


your Earth friends may be spared. Defy 
me and they will most surely die; drop- 
ped three hundred feet to their death,” 
shouted the Renegade leader. 

“Don't listen to this two wheeled tin 
can,” Matt yelled back. “Blast him with all 
you've got. We can take our chances.” 

“No,” said Leader-1, “| cannot put your 
lives at risk. We must do as Cy-Kill says. 
What is it that you want us to do?” 

“First, you must all change into your 
GoBotronic shapes,” ordered the mad 
megalomaniacal leader of the Renegade 
forces of GoBotron. “And then you must 
all gather close together in a circle. Then 
you must wait.” 

The Guardians did as Cy-Kill ordered 
them whilst Cop-Tur whirled overhead 
with the dangling figures of Matt and A. J. 
hanging beneath him. Then, when the 
Guardians had all metamorphosed into 
their GoBotronic forms, Thruster jetted 


back across the sky and landed beside 


them. The huge spaceship's hatch 
opened and Crasher and The Buggy Man 
wheeled the Astrobeam down the ramp. 

“You have lost your fight to save the 
Earth,” shouted Cy-Kill in triumph from 
the top of the cliff, “and your feeble fellow 
Guardians on GoBotron will lose their 
fight to save our home planet! Crasher, 
set the Astrobeam to send these cringing 
cowards to the Sun! Not even the metals 
and plastics of GoBotron can withstand 
its heat.” 

Crasher and The Buggy Man began to 
set the controls of the Astrobeam as Cy- 
Kill had ordered. Leader-1 looked up to 
where Cop-Tur hovered above, ready to 
drop Matt and A. J. to their deaths. 

“Don’t think of trying to save yourself, 
you loathsome so-called leader,” 
shrieked Cy-Kill with a hiss. “| have relied 
on your pathetic desire to protect the lives 
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of your helpless human friends. Now it is 
too late for any of you.” 

“It's never too late, you mean midget 
motorcycle,” boomed a voice loud as 
thunder behind Cy-Kill, and the GoBot 
spun around to see where it had come 
from. Striding towards him, the ground 
shaking with every step that he took, was 
the figure of Scooter, and he was one 
hundred feet tall! 

“You forgot about me, didn't you?” 
boomed Scooter's voice across the val- 
leys as he strode closer still. “My energy 
cells have been recharging for ten times 
their regular booster length. Now there's 
nothing you pipsqueak GoBad GoBots 
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can throw at me that will do me any 
harm.” 

“We'll see about that,” shrieked Cy-Kill, 
and fired a power beam at full blast at 
Scooter. lt bounced harmlessly off the 
giant Scooter's skin and Cy-Kill turned to 
Cop-Tur in fury and ordered him to re- 
lease Matt and A. J. 

But before the Renegade helicopter 
could do so, Scooter reached out a giant 
hand and grasped hold of him. Scooter’s 
other hand scooped up Matt and A. J. and 
put them down gently on the slope of a 
nearby mountainside. Then he bent back 
his arm and threw the roaring Cop-Tur far 
into the distance. 


“Quick!” shouted Leader-1, seizing the 
chance that the appearance of the enor- 
mous energy-boosted Scooter had given 
them. “Let's show those rotten Re- 
negades that the Guardians don't give up 
so easily.” 

He fired a power beam at Crasher and 
she snarled in surprise. The other Guar- 
dians were quick to follow up the attack, 
and soon the Renegades had been driven 
back to the shelter of their spaceship. 
Thruster’s rocket engines roared and it 
began to lift off once more, but this time 
the giant shape of Scooter grasped hold 
of the spaceship. 

“More power,” shrieked Cy-Kill to the 
Renegades who were manning the ship's 
controls. “We must have more power!” 

Thruster's rocket engines screamed up 
to maximum pitch and then suddenly 
Scooter's GoBotic grabs let go of the 
huge ship and it catapulted up out of the 
Earth's atmosphere. As it did so, the giant 
figure of Scooter slowly keeled over and 
came smashing down through the trees 
with an Earth-shaking thump. 

“Quickly,” said Leader-1, jetting up into 


the air, “his circuits have reached critical 
overload. We must drain some of his 
energy supply from him before they're 
burnt out forever.” 

On Leader-1's instructions, the remain- 
ing Guardians gathered around the huge 
fallen form of Scooter and drained the 
huge energy overload into their own cir- 
cuits. As they did so, Scooter's metal and 
plastic parts strained and groaned under 
the pressure as they gradually shrank 
back to their normal size. Eventually, one 
of the eyes in his square headlamp face 
opened, and the other Guardians all 
smiled in relief. 

“You know,” said Scooter with a smile, 
“maybe being little isn't so bad after all.” 
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